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POSSESSIVE NEIGHBOR 


Fox Silverman 
At forty, I’ve got it all. The life everyone thinks they want. 


But I feel like the poorest man alive when I roll over and see 
that empty space in my bed. When I walk past the purpose 
built rooms I designed and even picked the damned colors 
for. 


For our children. 
For her. 
For our family. 


Who is she? Where is she? I’ve nearly given up all hope 
until I see the outline of her curves through my front door. 


Could it be? It is. 


An older man with a younger woman is almost expected at 
my age, but this is different. I can feel it. 


As soon as I see those curves I know she really is the one. 


Sonya 


The new house at the end of the street is finally finished, 
but who would live there? It’s like a palace. 


They must have a ton of kids, with all that room in the yard, 
plus the park right next door... 


My dad, my adoptive dad. He’s on another cruise with my 
step-mom, giving me the friendly reminder that it’s time to 
leave the nest now that college is all finished. 


“.,.think about what you can do, what you’re good at. Find 
that job, then we’ll help you get set up in a place of your 
Own...” 


I only ever babysat for the neighbors, and figure the new 
ones must have kids. 


If I’m to make any sort of living, any kind of future for 
myself, there’s no time like the present so here goes 
nothing... 


Once I see him though, once that door opens, I know 
another door has closed forever. 


The life I just left behind. 
*Possessive Neighbor is an insta-everything standalone 


instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


F ox Silverman 


The house I always wanted. One of them anyway, I have so 
many now I’ve almost lost count. 


Almost. 


“You gotta spend on something, otherwise it’s all dead in 
taxes...” my accountants keep telling me, the whole more- 
more-more side of business and finance has brought it all to 
me. 


Fox Silverman and Associates, even though it was just me 
originally. It started as a bit of a joke after college, but 
everything I touched on the stock market bloomed. I made 
myself and loads of other people a lot of money, setting up 
what’s now a global network of brokers and businesses. 


But today there’s something obvious missing. 
Obvious to me. 


Something that doesn’t curl up to me in the night and touch 
me gently, telling me what I need to hear. 


Something that I can surprise, take places, spoil with gifts 
and pleasure for days on end. 


Something, or someone? 
The one. 


Whoever she is. I know she’s out there somewhere. They 
say there’s somebody for everybody. Me? I’ve been a 
fucking hermit for nearly twenty years, building a fortune, 
creating the life everybody thinks they want. 


But I feel like the poorest man alive when I roll over and see 
that empty space in my bed. When I walk past the purpose 
built rooms I designed and even picked the damned colors 
for. 


For our children. 
For her. 
For our family. 


There’s no boxes to unpack, it’s all been done. I bought 
everything new and had ‘people’ do it all, install it all, clean 
it all. They take the trash away and I’m left with another 
fine example of prime real estate. 


The house of my dreams... 
But it’s an empty dream. 


Hearing the front door just as I finish a quick workout in my 
new gym, I make my way into the marble floored hallway 
wearing only my track pants, catching sight of her through 
the one way glass on either side of the huge entranceway. 


My heart stops, then gushes with a new, primal beat. 


I can feel her as I stand there, stunned. Feeling her own 
hesitation on the other side of the door as my eyes trace 


over the curves of her body. 


My big mitt gripping the door handle tight until my 
knuckles are white. The bell rings a second time and I 
stammer a cough, trying to get some moisture into my 
mouth. My heart pounding against my ribs like I’ve just run 
a marathon. 


I’m shaking as I open the door. I just know that whoever’s 
on the other side is going to change my life forever. And I’m 
not wrong. 


I feel the shift in an instant, as soon as our eyes lock, I know 
I’ve found her. Before I even retrace those stunning curves, 
I already know from looking into her clear blue eyes that 
she’s mine. 


Better than any business deal or stock option that’s made 
me rich, I just know she’s the one. I’m a man who knows 
what he wants and I want what I see immediately. 


She’s got her natural blond hair tied back in a ponytail 
which swishes as her head moves, even slightly. 


Her white college sweater, embroidered with the emblem 
and her final year, which has only just passed, letting me 
know she’s certainly young but a legal adult now. 


She’s in denim and white flats, her jeans giving a clear 
definition of what I’m instantly drawn to after her soulful 
eyes. 


Those hold me fuck me curves. Hips I instantly want to grip 
and a chest I want to bury my face in for a year. Without 
even seeing her from behind yet, I know her ass will be the 
finest, to match the rest of this perfect angel. 


A gift, and surely a sign that this house I’ve built is for two 
after all. 


Her shining red lips have a natural pout, her eyes have a 
flare of uncertainty in them. But it’s not fear. 


It’s the same flash of discovery I know mine must be 
broadcasting, followed closely by that uncontrollable reflex. 
The dilated pupils, the shuddering inhalation and the 
stiffening of both our bodies in response to animal instinct. 


To the sensation of our instant and mutual arousal. 


She bites her bottom lip, almost crossing her thick legs as 
she squeezes them together, glancing down. In a second I 
can feel that my dick has more than shifted, it’s sprung to 
life, giving me an awkward semi hard on right in front of 
this stunning stranger. 


But instead of looking away, pretending not to notice or 
even turning to leave, she’s transfixed by the sight. As much 
as I am by her. 


It feels more like a homecoming than an introduction, like 
she’s been gone twenty years and has finally come home. 
But my business mind overrides my body, eventually and I 
introduce myself. 


“I'm Fox,” is all I can manage, instinctively holding the door 
open wider, standing behind it a little in a feeble attempt to 
disguise my own growing arousal. 


“Sonya,” she rasps, then clears her throat, flushing, and I 
can see the distinction of her pebbled nipples pressing 
through the thick fabric of her sweater. 


It’s not even cold either. 


“T have fresh pie,” she announces dreamily, thrusting a pie 
dish out in front of her ample chest for me to examine. 


I'll bet you do. 


Catching herself, she quickly explains why she’s on my 
doorstep. 


“I mean... I baked a pie... You’re new in the neighborhood 
and I thought... Maybe you and your wife...” 


She says, her voice trailing off as she says that word. The 
one word I’ve never been associated with. 


Wife? 
“T’m not married,” I say quickly, sounding a little harsh. 


She looks down, the slightest smile curling onto her lips 
before she looks up again. 


“Kids then?” she asks, glancing at the pie again, but she 
doesn’t need to convince me of anything. 


She’s coming in. And as god as my witness, I intend to make 
her mine. 


“No kids.” I sigh, letting my own sly smile tell her she has 
no competing elements for my attention. 


“Oh...” she says softly, rolling her lips together, and I can 
see the dish is getting heavy for her. The pie’s smaller than 
the heavy dish, it’s the pre-made kind. 


“Made it yourself, eh?” I ask, leaning over, pretending to 
smell the pastry, which I think is still half frozen. 


Her look starts to crumple, and I’m worried I’ve said 
something to upset her, that I’ve broken the spell, the 
magic between us. 


“Tjust...” She stammers, her lower lip starting to tremble. 


No. I can’t stand it. I don’t want to ever see that face upset. 
I curse myself for being so stupid, and stepping out of the 
doorway I put both my hands over hers to take the dish. 


Once our hands touch, it’s like the solution to a complex 
problem made simple for both of us. 


The charge between us is undeniable and it’s certainly 
physical, but I’m sensing it also goes a hell of a lot deeper. 


“Well then, Sonya.” I assure her in a calm, deep voice, 
pressing my fingers over hers, “perhaps you can bring your 
pie in and we can have a piece, together. Would you like 
that?” I ask her, cocking my brow. 


Her head pumps and her hair flashes gold in the sunlight, 
showering me with the warmth and scent of spring that 
seems to come from behind her, lighting up my porch, my 
house. 


My whole world. 
Sonya. 


CHAPTER TWO 


EARLIER THAT DAY... 


S onya Basset 


“Well, I know you’ve finished college honey. A big girl all 
grown up now... but by the time I was your age I couldn’t 
wait to move out...” 


The hints aren’t even hints anymore. It’s been like six 
months since college ended and my dad is practically 
holding the door open to the big wide world, wishing me 
luck. It feels like it anyway. 


He used to tell me he’d never let me leave, until he married 
my step mom while I was away at college, now it feels like 
he can’t get rid of me quick enough. 


They’re on another cruise, due back tomorrow. Or is it the 
day after tomorrow? Either way, it’s coming up more and 
more every time I speak to him. 


“You know dad, before you got married...” I usually try and 
start to say, but he won’t have it. He’ll never even let me say 
it. 


You were a better dad before you remarried, before you 
became a Selfish asshole with a mid-life crisis... A mid-wife 
crisis. 


That’s my standing joke, he married a former midwife, 
Karen. She got some insurance payout after some injury, 
worth a truckload, so I know she’s not into my dad for 
money. But it still hurts. Dad and I used to be so close. 


Even though technically he’s not my real dad... 


“Just give it some thought, honey... think about what you 
can do, what you’re good at. Find that job, then we’ll help 
you get set up in a place all of your own... you’ll thank us 
both for it in the long run, trust me. We’ll talk more about it 
tomorrow...” 


I know she’s putting him up to it. Telling him what to do. 


She just doesn’t like curvy girls. She’s one of those plastic 
Malibu Barbie types. Not my dad’s kind either, or so I 
thought. But, I thought a lot of things that turned out to be 
wrong. Like an ancient history degree would give me 
career options. 


Sighing heavily after getting off the phone, I look out the 
front, noticing the last truck pulling away from the new 
house at the end of the street. 


New? Maybe not brand new. It’s been under wraps for 
almost a year, with the huge security fences only removed 
recently, revealing a stunning home... a gorgeous palace is 
more like it. 


It almost looks out of place, but the park on one side and 
the beginnings of the woods on the other, gives it a genuine 
fairytale feeling. 


Find something you're good at... find that job... 


If I’m ever gonna get out of here on my own steam, I’ll need 
a job. Even a part time one, to show my dad I’m serious, 
otherwise he’ll never get off my case. 


I used to babysit all the neighbors kids before college, even 
during the holidays when I wasn’t at college. They’ve all 
since grown up, too old for sitters. 


Maybe the new owners have kids? The yard’s sure big 
enough and that house... it could hold a whole tribe of 
families... I could at least offer my services. 


If they don’t need a sitter a house that size will need 
cleaning... 


Glancing around the bomb site of my dad’s place, the result 
of my two weeks alone here, I rethink the cleaning angle 
Slightly. I’d love a nosy peek inside that house anyway and 
there’s no time like the present. 


In a flash of brilliance, I shower and change then grab the 
first two things I see from the kitchen, a pie dish and the 
half thawed pastry I took out earlier, probably my dinner. 
Within a minute, I watch my hand ringing the bell of the 
huge new place at the end of the street. 


What the fuck am I doing? 


But as soon as the door swings open, I forget everything. I 
almost forget how to hold a pie dish, but somehow I manage 
to stay upright once he opens the door. 


He must be at least six five, he’s huge. Huge in the best way. 
Balanced. 


Like, in proportion. He looks like one of those statues from 
the history books or museums, with smooth skin and clear 
lines, but bulges and ripples in all the right places. 


He looks as solid as marble too. More than just fit. This man 
has the body of a living god and I think I just became his 
number one disciple. 


In just a pair of track pants, barefoot and obviously nothing 
on underneath. He still has the sheen of fresh workout 
sweat on him, but smells like he’s stepped out from behind 
the scent counter at a high end male boutique. 


I struggle not to gasp, stare or swoon but I’m pretty sure I 
manage all three. 


But he’s not even looking, His eyes are moving over my 
body, like everybody does sooner or later. Whether I’m 
looking at them or not. 


They look at my big chest, then my wide hips and thick 
thighs. It’s usually followed by a little pressed smile of 
sympathy or worse, plain old judgment. 


But not this guy, he’s looking like he’s just seen something 
he wants. 


A low sound escapes him, his dark eyes burn with a 
knowing look and he nods his head in appreciation rather 
than judgment, which sends my body a signal I’m pretty 
sure it’s never had in its twenty year history. 


In a split second, I can see the bulge in the front of his track 
pants has lengthened, thickening into a shape I feel like 
reaching out for as I feel my own chest thicken and swell. 


I press my legs together, stifling a moan as I bite my lip, 
trying to piece together exactly what’s happening at the 
same time as telling myself I must be dreaming. 


Maybe I had a fall, or got struck by a car coming down the 
street? 


Maybe I’ve had a stroke, die and gone to heaven and this 
man-angel is holding the door open for me? 


But no, in typical Sonya Basset style I blurt out something 
monumentally stupid instead. 


I have fresh pie? 


Genius. The four words every man wants to hear a college 
graduate blurt out on his front doorstep. Not. 


Not this man anyway. He’s a real man, I can see that. 
Fox. 
How appropriate. 


He spots my fake ‘home baked’ pie in a flash, which 
momentarily crushes my hopes for everything and anything 
involving this remarkable specimen of man, but he’s so 
sweet about it. 


Fox ushers me inside not because he feels sorry for me, but 
because he’s as aware as I am of this crazy chemistry going 
off between us. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


F= 


Taking the pie dish and closing the door, Sonya walks into 
the entrance foyer and I hang back long enough to prove 
my private theory that her ass will be as perfect as the rest 
of her, and of course it is. 


Fuck. What am I thinking? Here’s a friendly neighbor 
coming over to welcome me to the neighborhood and all I 
can think ofis... 


“Your pie. I’m sure it’s delicious,” I assure her, trying to use 
it to cover my now aching bulge, which has ridden straight 
up, pressing hotly against my lower belly and threatening to 
introduce itself through the top of my pants. 


“Please, go on through... kitchen’s right down the hall. Let 
me get...give me a second,” I stammer, darting off to my 
room just off the main hall. 


I’m holding a pie dish with a store bought, half-frozen thing 
sliding on it, I’m half naked with a hard on that could cut 
glass. 


Looking at myself in the full length mirror I meet my own 
gaze, noticing the fiendish grin on my face and the glazed, 
steely look in my eyes. 


It’s her. She’s the one. I just know it. 


“Oh... My... God!” I hear her calling out from the other side 
of the house. 


I want to run to her straight away, in case she’s in trouble, 
but it sounds like she’s just admiring the house. 


Still. I pull off my sweaty pants and pull on a robe and tie it 
off so it helps hide my new and very obvious extension. 


Christ, I haven’t been this hard in years... maybe ever... 


In three leaps and then a few casual steps, I saunter into 
the kitchen area, still trying myself to remember my way 
around. It’s not a huge house, okay. It’s a huge house... 


n 


“Wow... just wow...” is all Sonya can say, curiously going 
through empty cupboards, checking out the joins and 
hinges on doors. 


“So well made... Its just beautiful,” She exclaims, 
straightening after bending over to look inside one of the 
ovens, giving me a prime view of that perfect apple bottom 
shaped ass of hers again. 


“It sure is...” I tell her truthfully. “Just perfect,” and I feel 
my dick shifting full north again, harder than before as I 
stifle a moan just looking at her from behind, aching to 
touch her. 


Straight away, apart from the obvious physical attraction I 
have for her, I’m impressed by her interest in how things 
are made, in quality. I never skimp on anything and I’m a 
real stickler for the best made everything. 


“It must have cost a...” She starts to say before looking 
down sheepishly, embarrassed. 


“I mean... sorry... that’s really none of my business,” she 
says quietly, making me laugh out loud. 


“It probably did, don’t be sorry,” I tell her, putting my 
thumb and finger under my chin, another low sound 
escaping me as I try to fathom this incredible angel that’s 
just walked right into my life as well as my brand new 
kitchen. 


“The pantry’s not really stocked yet, but I think we can 
manage a coffee if you’d like one?” I offer, trying to sound 
normal over the flood of mental images of her and me over 
the counter. 


“Sure!” She says, sounding relieved but noticing 
something’s missing. 


“No pie?” she asks, her natural pout making me groan 
again, which I manage to disguise as my own forgetfulness. 


“T left it down in my...” I start to say, but she’s closer to the 
archway and already starting down the hall to fetch it. 


I follow her, keenly drawn to her wherever she’s going. I 
don’t want her out of my sights, not even for a second. 


Seeing her duck into my bedroom makes my heart skip a 
beat, a hot shiver running over me as I feel my crotch 
starting to twitch of its own accord, like it knows something 
I don’t. 


Rounding my bedroom doorway, I almost run straight into 
her as she comes back out, holding that pie tray again. I 
instinctively put my hands out, taking hers again and 
holding her there for a moment, both of us aware of the 
distance between us, the pounding of each other’s hearts. 


I can feel her pulse pounding through my own fingertips, 
and the small sounds she makes register with me as I 
wonder what her thumping heart rate feels like on other 
parts of her body. 


“Tt needs heating up,” she finally says. 


I stop myself, noticing my head moving naturally closer to 
her, wanting to kiss her without even thinking about it. But 
she seems far too sensible to kiss the first man who lets her 
into his house. 


I nod, taking a breath in. Breathing her in, trying to remind 
myself I’m an older man and she’s a much younger woman. 


Maybe she doesn’t go for older men? 
Maybe she isn’t into guys who... 


“Can I have my hands back?” she asks, teasing me as I once 
again feel the loss of her touch as I let her go, watching her 
as she walks past me down the hallway again. 


“Can we christen one of those ovens?” she calls out, and I 
vow to myself, here and now, to christen more than the 
damned stove with her in my house. 


Our house. 
I don’t know how, but I know I’ll make her mine. 


Maybe just give it more than ten minutes, Fox... Not every 
girl wants to be mauled as soon as they walk through the 
door. 


“Sure,” I call back, shuddering a breath out, afraid to adjust 
my front in case it explodes. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


S onya 


There’s just no way he’d be into me. Not like this, not 
someone like him... he could have any girl he wants. 


I’m literally shaking as I manage to make it back to the 
kitchen, slipping the pie into the oven and setting it to 
temperature. It’s about as handy as I get in the kitchen but 
I’m dying to use it. It’s a new microwave convection style 
I’ve seen advertised. 


Very pricey. 


I try to look natural as Fox comes back into the kitchen. I 
lean back on the counter, my hands both behind me making 
my chest stick out. 


Something I try not to do normally, but with Fox I just don’t 
know what to do with myself. 


His low growl of appreciation, he doesn’t even try to hide it 
and he comes closer. Each step he takes adds a new 
dimension to the palpitations I’m already feeling inside my 
heart. 


He’s so close, and moving closer, another little squeak 
escapes me, but he’s just reaching past me to get some 
cups. 


The front of his robe brushes against my thigh and I feel 
something more than fabric underneath, which makes me 
flush with a deep hot sensation. Starting at the very tip of 
my head, it runs all the way down to the tight space 
between my legs, making me almost lose my balance. 


“You alright?” Fox asks, deliberately staying close, then 
letting his front touch my leg all over again. 


I stammer something unintelligible and nod my head so fast 
it feels like it'll roll off. 


His eyes are blazing but calm. Like he’s seen what he wants 
and the hunt is on. 


Thing is, I have about as much experience with this kind of 
thing as I do with baking. 


I can’t just reheat a man out of a box, yet here one is, pre- 
baked and steaming hot. 


I just don’t know how to go about it. 


He seems aware of my problem though, even holding back 
just a little himself. But I swear, if he touches me like that 
again, I’ll fall into a wet puddle on the floor. 


I try to tell myself to keep calm as he finally moves away, 
busying himself with a brand new espresso machine I can 
tell he knows how to work, and I still can’t help but stare 
and wonder at the man. 


Is that his robe, or it his...? 


“Milk?” he asks, a devilish grin on his face now, catching me 
in the act of staring, open mouthed at that huge bulge at 


the front of his robe. 


He’s holding up the carton from the fridge, raising a brow 
in question. 


“Uh... no thanks, just as it is for me,” I manage. I’ve been 
watching him move about the whole time, not taking my 
eyes off his crotch for a second. 


As if coffee is what I need right now. I’m already buzzing 
like that fridge and I can see for myself that he’s throbbing 
down there too. 


I glance over to the oven, it’s only been a minute or two 
since I put that pie in. I start to panic, wondering how to fill 
in the time, I can’t just stand here ogling the man all day, as 
much as I’d like to. 


Fox rescues me. Handing me my coffee and inviting me to 
sit at the kitchen table, a huge marble and glass top piece 
with sturdy hand turned chairs, inlaid with the same 
marble. 


He looks content now, finally having sat down and I figure 
he might have been struggling to deal with his front, but he 
opens his legs under the table and although he’s still 
covered, I can see he’s still towering hard down there. 


“What really brought you here, Sonya?” he asks suddenly. 
His tone is firm but not unfriendly. He’s obviously a 
successful man and doesn’t mince his words. 


“T uh...” I start to stammer, but figure I may as well just 
come out with it. The truth. 


“T thought if the new neighbors had kids, I could offer to sit 
for them. I used to watch all the neighbors kids... during 
college...” 


His eyes are narrowed, intense as they bore into mine. If 
this is my best attempt at winning a job, I feel like I’m 
losing. 


I try to think of something, anything I could say to talk 
myself up, but right now I feel lost. I wasn’t expecting such 
a direct question from him. 


Just as suddenly, he smiles. A winning, broad and perfectly 
white, million dollar smile that I feel relaxing me instantly, 
making me feel safe. Secure. Like I’ve already got the job. 


“Well. I don’t need a babysitter,” he says, still smiling but 
his voice is firm, cold again. Business like. 


I feel my face falling, but I force a smile, nodding. I kind of 
figured he didn’t need a sitter anyway. 


No harm in trying, Sonya... you did your best. 


And as for all that other stuff? That crazy, instant 
attraction? 


I really don’t think a man like this would ever... 


“T can do other things!” I hear myself blurting out, sounding 
more desperate than anything. Fox leans back, his smile 
settling to a look of total satisfaction, like he’s interested to 
see what else I have up my sleeve. 


Or someplace else. 


“What else?” he asks, his voice sounding thick, heavy. A 
rasping, smoky edge to it as I watch his eyes go down to my 
chest, shamelessly giving me a serving of the staring gape it 
feels like I’ve had on my face since I walked in. 


“I can cook...” I lie, “I can clean... and I can...” I stammer, 
failing again as I realize that apart from reading Ancient 
history, there’s really not a hell of a lot I’m very good at. 


His hand’s up, but his eyes hold mine. He’s not even 
thinking about it, I can tell. He’s already made up his mind, 
he’s not a man who wastes time with small talk. 


“Why do you want to work for me?” he asks, almost like an 
ultimatum, like he’s throwing me the last lifeline I have to 
convince him. To prove to him I’m worth it. 


“I need money...” I hear myself saying with emotion. “My 
dad wants me to get a job and move out and I just 
thought... I only hoped I could...” 


“You’re hired,” he says flatly, then holds up a finger before I 
can squeal with approval. 


“But I warn you, Sonya. I’m not an easy man to work for,” 
he says, sounding firm but fair again. “Once you agree to 
work for me, youre mine... You belong to me... 
Understand?” 


I feel my brow furrow, unsure of what he even means, but I 
feel my head nodding again, agreeing with anything he 
Says. 


“Mine.” He repeats with authority, and although it puzzles 
me mentally. Physically? The sound of his commanding voice 
makes me feel a fresh wave of wet heat ripple through my 
panties. 


The thought of belonging to Fox, whatever that would really 
mean, makes me so damned hot and wet I feel like he could 
tell me to do anything right now and I know I would do it. 


And I mean anything. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


F= 


Any excuse to have her near me will do. It saves me from 
having to make one up myself, but I do want to know why 
she wants to work for me. 


Everybody needs a ‘why’. It makes me sad that it’s always 
money. I keep forgetting. Most people don’t have enough to 
even live comfortably, let alone live well. 


As soon as she says it’s because of money, because her own 
father wants her out of his house, my mind’s made up. I feel 
my jaw clenching in tune with my hands, becoming fists 
under the table. 


The thought that anyone, even her own family would want 
to put her out. It’s not right, it makes me want her more 
than ever. 


For. Ever. 


She’ll be mine and she’ll never have to worry about 
something as stupid as money ever again. She’s a goddess 


and deserves to be treated like one, worshiped not 
abandoned. 


I want to claim her right here, right on the kitchen fucking 
table. But I know it’s not that simple. I’m used to having 
what I want but I also know some things have to wait. But 
for how long? 


If this pressure in my cock is anything to go by, not long at 
all I hope. 


But at least she’s willing to work for me, which is a start. It 
means I can keep her close. Keep my eyes on her at all 
times. 


“Maybe I should speak with your father,” I say, surprising 
myself at just how stern I sound, sounding like I want to do 
more than just talk to him. I know what I’d like to tell him, 
how things are gonna be from now on with me and his 
daughter. 


“Oh, he’s away,” Sonya chirps, sipping her coffee and 
looking pleased still that she’s got herself a job. 


“What!” I snap, fearing the worst. That she’s either all alone 
in that house or worse, that she has a... 


No. I can’t even think it. 


“Do you mean you’re alone in the house, at night?” I ask her 
again, before she can even answer. 


“Uh, yeah.” She says, matter of fact, “I’m twenty y’know, not 
five.” 


I groan as she tells me her age, everything about her is just 
so fucking perfect. The thought of her alone, unprotected is 
too much though. 


“No boyfriend? Fiancé?” I ask cuttingly. 


“No,” she responds, flushing and looking a little hurt I’d 
even ask. “My dad’s on some cruise with my stepmom... I’ve 
stayed by myself plenty of times.” She adds confidently. 


“Well. I won’t have you staying there alone,” I tell her, “not 
for one night longer. You can move your things in-” 


But she cuts me off suddenly, standing up. Looking towards 
the archway, planning an escape if she needs to make it. 


I’ve come on too strong and it’s alarmed her. 


“Just a second, wait a minute.” she says calmly, holding both 
her palms up to face me, darting her eyes towards the door 
again. 


“I just wanted some work... earn some extra money... I 
already have a place to stay Mr...?” 


“Silverman.” I tell her, deliberately lowering my voice and 
spreading my palms flat on the table. Showing her I’m not 
going anywhere and that she’s certainly not in any danger. 


I’m trying to protect her goddammit! 


“Mr. Silverman.” She clips, making my chest ache from the 
stab of formality. It hurts when I see her face creasing up, 
getting serious and making me feel like she doesn’t want 
everything I can give her. 


“My home... Mr. Silverman is right up the street,” she says, 
an edge to her voice that tells me she can leave anytime she 
wants, that she’d be gone forever. 


I nod slowly, forcing myself to relax as I exhale. 


“T only meant I don’t want you alone anymore, you should 
be protected.” 


“I don’t need protecting. And I’m certainly not alone...” She 
scoffs, almost laughing suddenly, as if the idea is ridiculous 


to her. 


But it isn’t to me. I can think of a million reasons why she 
needs protecting. 


The clearest in my mind is to keep her away from prying 
eyes, to keep her all to myself. 


Mine. 


I match her smile, but we both feel the seriousness of what 
I’m saying. My hand strays to my pocket, I keep forgetting 
I’m in my bathrobe. 


“How much?” I ask her point blank, standing up with the 
intention of getting her cash right now, anything it takes to 
show her how much I intend to keep her close. 


“How much money do you need, Sonya?” She looks baffled 
as I pat myself down, suddenly feeling naked without ready 
access to the money I know I have plenty of. 


“T mean... if you’re to come work for me. We need to discuss 
terms... how much you expect to be paid,” I smile, 
reminding myself to stay calm, to stop acting like such a 
caveman. 


Diplomacy. 


It’s key to any successful arrangement. In business and 
otherwise. 


“I’m sorry if I sounded so dramatic just now, Sonya. It’s just 
the thought of someone like you by themselves... that your 
own father would want to put you out on the street...” 


“I never said he was gonna put me out on the street!” She 
protests, and she starts for the doorway. I leap in front of 
her without even thinking, blocking her path. 


“Pm going home now, Mr. Silverman. Maybe IIl see you 
around...” she says, her eyes narrowed and I can see she’s 
trembling, a mixture of anger, fear and there’s still that 
certain something we both feel for each other. 


“Sonya. Wait,” I say calmly, wanting to reach out to her but 
thinking better of it. 


“Can’t you at least stay for coffee? That pie you brought is 
still heating up.” 


She puts both her fingertips to her temples, “I only came 
over to see if I could get some part time work, welcome the 
new neighbor...” she murmurs to herself. 


I can see she’s weighing things up in her mind, and I know 
she doesn’t really want to leave. No more than I want her 
to, but at the same time, she’s confused. 


More curious than torn, I’d wager. 


I go out on a limb and take my seat again, knowing she’ll 
rejoin me. If she really wanted out she would’ve left already. 
And I would’ve followed her until I either got in serious 
trouble or she agreed to come back. 


I’ve already decided I’ll do whatever it takes to claim Sonya. 
To keep her as my own, so it’s final. 


The oven makes a sound, and I make a face which tells her I 
have no idea what that is. 


“That’s the pie,” Sonya says softly, and to my relief she turns 
to the kitchen and hunts through some cupboards to find 
the brand new plates and I watch in satisfied silence as she 
serves us both a slice. 


“See?” she says, taking her seat again opposite me with a 
sly grin. “I can cook.” 


CHAPTER SIX 


S onya 


This is all happening so fast, and part of me knows he’s 
telling me exactly what I want to hear. 


He’s telling me I’m his, to work for and that he doesn’t want 
me to be alone. 


So why am I acting so childish? 


Because I’ve just met the man, that’s why. He could be some 
psycho for all I know. I mean, who goes around in nothing 
but robe all day with a hard on like that? 


The man of your dreams, that’s who. 


Look at his house, look at what he’s offering... you want to 
walk away from a man who’s clearly turned on by you? 


Fox is very possessive, right off the bat, but he has also just 
warned me that working for him is akin to him owning me. 


It also makes me gush whenever I hear him say things like 
I’m his in that deep, commanding tone he has. 


I try and bluff, like I’m gonna leave but there’s something 
that makes me not only stay, it makes me want him more 
than ever. 


Even though I have zero experience with men, I know if I 
walk away Ill never find out what might have been. 


Plus, he’s not shy of a dollar, that’s for sure. What’s the 
worst thing that can happen? I get paid well for working in 
my dream house, the house he’s just told me to come live in 
with him? 


I need something stronger than pie, but it helps my brain’s 
blood sugar levels get around what’s happening. And, it’s 
actually delicious for a store bought pie. 


Fox watches me more intently than ever as I serve us both, 
then he urges me with his eyes to start eating. 


I feel self-conscious at first, but his low groan of satisfaction 
before he licks his lips and devours his slice in two bites 
using one hand without taking his eyes off me, tells me he 
has more than pastries on his mind. 


“I meant what I said, Sonya... if you’re to work for me, as a 
housekeeper. You’ll need to be here 24/7. I might need you 
at any hour.” He says slowly, intoning his words and licking 
the tips of his fingers slowly. 


I open my mouth to protest again, to try and think of a 
reason to say no, but he cuts me off. 


a 


..1if.. it’s a matter of money. You'll be paid whatever salary 
you think is suitable. To compensate you for the time spent 
here... with me.” 


The last few words send a shiver up my spine, almost 
making me blurt out IIl stay for free. If he keeps getting 


around half naked and only wanting to be fed pie, I think I 
can handle that. 


But I do hear my dad’s voice in my mind, reminding me of 
how to be a responsible adult. 


Plus, I know he'll freak when he hears about this. 


“I said look for work, Sonya, not shack up with the first 
man who laid eyes on you...” or something like that. It’s so 
like something dad would say. 


“You haven’t even told me what it is you do, Mr. Silverman.” 
I protest, trying to work my way back up to telling him I’m 
going home, even so I can just get my head around what 
he’s offering. 


If my dad didn’t live a few doors up the street, I’d be getting 
my things right now, but I just know there’ll be hell to pay 
when he finds out what’s going on here. 


“T’m in finance,” Fox says with a tiny shrug. “I work from 
home, or wherever I happen to be.” He says factually. 
Calmly. Plainly. 


Because it’s true. 


Everything he says is true, because it feels like he’s too 
good to be true. It’s the only thing holding me back. 


Okay, second thing holding me back... 
“And call me Fox, Sonya,” he says firmly. 


His eyes move down my body again, and I feel my chest 
stiffen all over again. I want him to want me, and I only wish 
I had the courage to take the first step. To act on this 
feeling I know we’re both sensing. 


But I don’t want to blow my only chance at a job either... 
Oh, It’s gonna be hard work if this keeps up. 


“Now, Sonya,” he continues. “Instead of being combative 
about things, how about just saying yes. Say you'll come 
work for me and we can figure things out as we go.” 


I feel my head tilting back, the words are coming. 


But something makes me pull back. I dunno, maybe it’s just 
all too fast or maybe I just can’t believe something so good 
could ever happen to me. 


“TIl have to sleep on it.” I hear myself saying, and I watch 
Fox’s face change. He’s not angry, but I can see he’s a little 
hurt. 


What are you doing? 


I get up, planning to collect his plate and perform my 
second duty, by stacking the dishwasher. 


Leaning over to reach his plate, Fox turns his face until both 
our mouths are almost touching, making me gasp. 


I feel his body shift slightly, his huge arm brushing my 
nipples through my sweater, which makes me shudder and I 
feel my eyes starting to roll back as a low sound escapes 
me. 


“Why are you denying me, Sonya?” he whispers. I turn my 
head away slightly, only to feel his lips on my ear, sealing 
the question in my mind. 


I jump as I feel his hand on my face, cupping it towards him, 
we face each other closer than ever now. I know this is the 
moment we kiss. 


The moment we’re supposed to, but I can’t take the lead. 
He’s waiting for me, I can feel him. 


“Mine,” he whispers, letting my face go but I hover there, 
my eyes half closed as if in a dream. 


“Fox...?” I whimper, and I feel dizzy. My ears pop and his 
hot mouth is suddenly pressing hard against mine, making 
me moan as soon as I taste him. Making me want to bite 
down on him, force all of him into me somehow in one swift 
movement. 


My hand goes out as I feel like I’m losing my balance, 
finding his rock hardness under his robe instead of the 
table, making him snarl like a rabid beast. 


He pulls back from me long enough to say something before 
kissing me harder still, telling me what I already know, “See 
what you do to me, Sonya? You can’t leave... you mustn’t...” 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


F= 


I wait for her, but it’s clear she needs me to take charge. 
It’s impossible to go on with this energy between us. To try 
and even attempt to live without dealing with it would be 
foolish. 


I reach for her face again, kissing her hard, trying to convey 
the passion she’s stirred in me. Hoping it will quiet it some 
if we finally kiss, touch and hold each other closer, but it 
only intensifies everything. 


It intensifies my need for her and her need for me. 


I stand up from the table, almost tipping it over in my haste 
to get my arms around her body, pressing her as close to 
me as I can while my tongue explores her mouth. 


She is the sweetest tasting, best thing to happen in my life, 
ever and I don’t have any plans to let her go. Not now. Not 
ever. 


I know she’s a little shy, it may be even intimidating for her, 
but she needs to learn. To know that she’s perfect and I 


want her and only her in my life from now on. 


We tear at each other, her hands as desperate for me as 
mine are for her. All of her and I let my robe fall open, 
groaning as her hands explore me but I feel her tense up as 
I try to free her beautiful body from her clothes. 


Both my hands close on her chest, working light circles 
around her thick nipples soon convince her and I help her 
lift off her sweater, immediately burying my face in her 
warmth as I thank god she isn’t wearing anything 
underneath. 


She’s holding me close to her, shivering with excitement as 
my mouth finds its prizes. Those two bullet hard nipples 
begging to be sucked, drawing moans of ecstasy from 
Sonya as she feels her own arousal awakened beyond her 
control. 


She squeaks as her legs go out from under her. I scoop her 
up and her arms go around my neck while we continue to 
kiss, I feel my way to the couch with my feet. Gently 
lowering her down onto the brand new white Italian 
leather, which she melts into. I pull both her legs towards 
me, widening them as her eyes do the same. 


I thought I could wait, but no. The feeling of wanting her is 
too much for me. 


“Fox... I...” she whimpers, overcome with her own desire 
for my body on hers, she’s trying to tell me something but 
we’re both under a different spell now. It’s past the looking 
and thinking stage. 


It’s time for me to stake my claim. 


“Tell me you’re mine, Sonya... don’t make me beg. Give 
yourself to me... tell me you’re mine,” I demand, 
unbuttoning her jeans and lifting her with one hand as my 


other hand pulls them down, revealing my second prize. 
Her swollen mound, sodden through her cotton panties. 


She’s moaning so hard, making all the sounds of someone 
who’s close to a climax as I can imagine. Her head is 
thrashing and she’s mouthing the word yes, but she’s trying 
to say something else in between before finally yielding all 
her control to the power of my touch. 


Her jeans are cast aside, along with her panties which I 
easily tear from her with two fingers, drawing a shuddering 
gasp that’s more of a warning for me. 


She’s too close. She could climax at any second and I’d miss 
my chance. 


My first taste of her in my mouth. 


I’m hovering over her now, growling with appreciation for 
what’s in front of me. I want to savor the vision of her, her 
perfect thighs framing her quivering pussy but the pressure 
of both her hands on my head tell me I have something 
more important to attend to. 


I explore her curves with my hands as my tongue and 
mouth set to work, closing over her entire dampness in one 
movement, making her buck and twitch under me. 


“Fox.” Is all she manages to say in a husky tone, her whole 
body stiffening as I grip her ass cheeks with both hands, 
pushing myself deeper into her mound as she has the first 
climax I intend to deliver. 


Using my tongue and gently stroking her most delicate 
areas with my chin and face, I prolong her pleasure for as 
long as she can take it. 


Finally begging me to stop as her teeth chatter, pleading for 
a break between waves of uncontrolled pleasure. 


Using my hands over the rest of her, it gives me time to 
explore the landscape of her perfect curves. Her milky 
white, smooth and soft skin, making my hands quiver at its 
touch. 


“Mine.” Is all I can. Telling it to myself, to Sonya and to the 
whole world. 


She’ll be mine from now on. 
Forever. 


Like she’s coming out of a trance, Sonya slowly becomes 
aware of her surroundings again, and once she puts my 
face back in focus, the source of her pleasure, she draws it 
up to meet hers. 


I kiss her tenderly, savoring the taste of her mouth mixed 
with her sweet essence. 


Her hands become tangled in my hair as she struggles, like 
I do, to grasp hold of every inch of her skin that I can, 
pressing all of me against her. Our perfect, skin on skin 
sensation that leads me to my next instinct. 


To claim her properly, filling her with my seed which is 
rising up in me, aching to join her deep inside. 


But her faraway, dreamy look starts to take on the concern 
she showed when I started to undress her. She’s suddenly 
self-conscious again. 


Tense for a different reason. 


“What’s wrong?” I ask her softly, stroking her hair back 
from her face, showering her with gentle kisses. 


I don’t want to believe anything could be wrong at such a 
perfect moment, with such a perfect princess, soon to be 
my queen. 


“I... I’m a virgin,” she says, flushing a deep red of 
embarrassment and putting her hands flat against my 
chest, expecting me to pull away. 


But how can I? It’s the most perfect thing I’ve ever heard. 


“Of course you are.” I smile, shaking my head in wonder. “It 
means I’ll be your first. Your only, don’t you see? It’s 
perfect... just like you.” 


Perfect. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


S onya 


I’ve never felt anything like it. I’ve never even kissed by a 
boy, let alone... well. Fox is no boy and he has the moves to 
prove it in about a minute flat. 


Before I know it, I feel faint from his kiss, which is like 
sensual overload for my body. My knees go weak and before 
I know it, I’m topless, on the leather sofa with Fox between 
my legs. 


I’m trying to tell him, trying to explain so I don’t embarrass 
myself, but it’s useless. I can’t control myself once his hands 
are on me. 


It’s incredible. 


And once he has his mouth over my pussy, I love it 
completely. I’m sure I’ll never be the same persona again. 


I’ve never touched myself, not like this. Barely even look at 
myself when I change or try clothes on. But Fox does 
something to me, releases something inside me. 


And it just keeps coming. 


I have to tell him to stop. It feels like I’ve exploded into tiny 
pieces, feels like I’m disappearing altogether. 


I know he’ll want to claim me properly, to make me his. So I 
have to tell him. 


Being a virgin. I thought he’d laugh or be grossed out. I 
thought he’d not want me or I don’t know what I was 
thinking. 


But he doesn’t mind. He wants me even more because of it, 
and I know it’s too soon but I already know that I love him. 
That I do want to give myself to him and him alone. 


Fox Silverman... his name chimes through my mind as his 
huge muscular frame presses against me, his hot thickness 
riding up the inside of my thigh as he growls his intentions 
to make me his. 


I should be moaning again, throwing myself wide open for 
him. 

“What is it? Sonya? Are you alright...?” he asks me gently, 
tenderly. 


He looks concerned, but not because he thinks I won’t let 
him take me. He’s concerned because I must look how I 
feel. 


Not a hundred percent ready. 
Not right this second. 


Without even saying it, without making a big deal, Fox slows 
everything down. He takes it from eleven to a three or four 
in a few seconds and I breathe easier. I know he wants me 
and I want him, I do. 


“T just...” I start to say, but his firm lips are on mine, his 
huge hand cupping my face gently tells me everything. 


It tells me he’s okay with this. 


“Its been a big day so far.” Fox observes, and I glance 
down, his huge member bobbing between my legs still, 
making me want to touch it more than anything. 


“Your first time shouldn’t be rushed... not on a couch,” he 
says to himself and starts to shake his head, but I take hold 
of his face in my hands and pull him towards me again, 
kissing him harder than ever. 


Thanking him, promising myself to him and showing him 
he’s not doing anything wrong... far from it. 


“I feel stupid,” I tell him, making him frown. His eyes 
narrow on mine. 


“Don’t say that Sonya, not even once, okay?” 


“I mean... I just feel awkward...” I squeak. “You’re this huge 
hunk of muscle... and here I am... I mean look at me!” I say 
louder, hearing the emotion in my voice, which is silenced 
by Fox’s finger over my lips. 


“You’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, Sonya,” he 
whispers, and I kiss his fingertip, which he traces down my 
body, making me shiver, squirm and shudder until finally 
I’m laughing as he tickles me. 


My ultimate weakness. 


“Aha!” He exclaims. “I’ve found your secret spot,” he 
laughs, before his face grows serious and intense again, 
kissing me deeply and I moan as his hand presses against 
my mound, his thick finger finding its way inside me easily, 
making me gasp. 


“You see what you do to me?” he repeats, almost shivering 
as he draws back. 


I can tell he wants me more than ever, so why can’t I just 
yield to him? 


Why can’t I just let him take me here and now? 


“We can if you want...” I hear myself saying, not knowing 
what I want anymore. I want him so bad too, it doesn’t 
make sense to wait. But... 


I don’t know anything anymore... whatever he did to me, it 
blew my brains out... 


“Only when you’re ready,” Fox says with a deep tone of 
finality, kissing my forehead as he does up his robe, making 
me pout. 


I fish into his robe with both hands, freeing his hardness 
and gasping at its size, the heat from it as I gently squeeze 
it with both hands, making Fix moan deeply. 


“Now that’s not fair,” he says, his breath shivering in and 
his jaw tightening as he swallows. I watch his Adam’s apple 
move up and down as he fights his own urges. 


“Sonya...” he warns, and I watch the thick line of clear 
liquid run from the swollen tip. 


“T only want this in one, special place when it goes off,” he 
says and I sigh as I lose touch of it. 


“Can you pass me my clothes?” I whisper, suddenly feeling a 
chill as well as extremely vulnerable from my nakedness, 
making it Fox’s turn to give me an exaggerated pout. 


He makes the silliest face, which I know is close enough to 
mine to make us both laugh. 


“We should both go naked...” he starts to say before 
seeming to suddenly remember something. 


“Ahhh, shit!” he exclaims, and winces, looking around for a 
clock but it’s clear he’s just remembered he has something 
else to do apart from me. 


Or does he? 


“What is it?” I ask him, feeling my legs cross, my arms 
covering my own chest. Suddenly not wanting to be naked 
anymore. My own memories of what I’m supposed to be 
doing today flooding back. 


My dad... the house... my job? 


Fox’s look doesn’t change. He hasn’t changed. He still 
wants me, I tell myself. 


I think... 


But I can’t help feeling a stab of hurt as he announces he 
has a meeting he’s late for now. 


A meeting he forgot all about when I appeared. 
Uh huh. 


He tells me he has to get ready, that it won’t take long, but 
by the time he’s gone from the lounge, checked the time 
and made his way back, I’m already trying to get dressed 
again. 


I wonder if he could’ve made a better excuse to get rid of 
me once he realized I wasn’t going to put out. 
I’m sure that’s not what it is... he’s a busy guy. 


But in no time, my internal dialog, the one I end up fighting 
with, starts to sound more like my dad than myself and 
before I know it, I’ve convinced myself that Fox Silverman is 
really just giving me the brush off. 


The same patterns of my own behavior unravels, conspiring 
against me once again, as I convince myself somebody else 
wouldn’t want me because I’m fat. 


CHAPTER NINE 


F= 


Fuck. 


I’d drop everything. Give anything to have the rest of today 
with Sonya, I really would. But there really is a meeting I 
just have to get to. Too many other people’s welfare 
depends on it and if I miss it... 


I completely forgot, which is so unlike me. 


I race to check the time. I can still make it if I hustle, but I 
can see Sonya’s not so Sure. 


“I really do have an important meeting, Sonya... I'd take 
you with me too, but it’s just...” I look away, realizing an 
executive board meeting, deciding the economic future of 
hundreds, maybe thousands of people isn’t the best place to 
take my latest obsession. 


“But it’s just...2” Sonya asks, starting to look more than 
hurt as she dresses herself, fighting to get back into her 
clothes now. 


“Sonya, wait... I...” I want to explain things to her, but I’m 
getting my first taste of the other side of the gates of 
heaven I had before right now. 


“... Because you don’t want to be seen with a fat chick?” she 
asks me, real venom in her voice. Her flushed face thrusting 
through the top of her sweater before she struggles to 
shimmy into her jeans. 


I move over to her, reaching out for her, but her eyes flare 
in anger. “Don’t!” she warns me, and it kills me inside, but I 
take a step back, shaking my head as I stand tormented in 
my own living room. 


“Sonya, can you please just wait a second?” I ask her, trying 
to sound calm, the exact same instant that the house phone 
and my cell ring simultaneously. 


I know in a flash it’s my people wondering where I am, the 
hour of power briefing before the most important meeting 
we’ve had in over ten years. 


Fuck! 
She stands staring, her eyes wide and wild with defiance. 


“I need to get that.” I inform her. Trying to keep calm, 
juggling two of the most important things in my life right 
now and knowing I can’t afford to lose either of them. 


“Can you just wait, please?” I tell her firmly, only leaving the 
room to grab the phone, but as soon as I pick it up I hear 
the front door slam. I know she’s gone. 


“Fox? Where the hell are you? Are you okay? You said the 
briefing was a half hour ago... we’re getting a little worried 
here.” 


I make my way to the front window with the phone pressed 
against my ear, flicking the curtains back to see Sonya’s 


perfect ass striding away from me. Her upper body heaving 
with what I can tell are tears. 


What the fuck just happened? 
“Fox? Mr. Silverman?” 


The voice on the other end, it’s the board’s chairman, Hank 
Salzburg. Not a guy who’s used to being left waiting as 
much as I’m a guy who would stand up his own board 
meeting. 


“Uh... Hank. I got a real problem here... I need you to field 
that meeting.” I tell him, instantly choosing between the 
two biggest things I can’t afford to lose. 


If I have to lose one thing today, please god, don’t let it be 
Sonya. 


Hank doesn’t mince his words. The upshot of it all being, if I 
can’t be there to pitch my own multi-million dollar ideas, 
then why put them up for the board in the first place, 
especially when we’re talking a complete re-shuffle of the 
company’s main finances from private to not for profit. 


He’s got a point. 


“T know, Hank. I do. I just can’t. Something’s come up.” I tell 
him earnestly. 


I hear the older man breathing heavily through his nose, 
murmuring something to himself. 


“Well, it’s your company, Fox. I can’t tell you how to run it.” 


I sigh with some relief. Hank’s a gun and if I know he’s on 
my side at least, I’ll still have a chance to have my cake and 
eat it to, figuratively speaking with the business and 
literally speaking with Sonya. 


I hope. 


“I just need a few hours, maybe we can reschedule for 
tomorrow?” I clear my throat, reminding myself of what 
Hank’s just said. 


It’s my company, and I won’t put it or my claim on Sonya in 
jeopardy. 


“I mean... It'll have to be tomorrow. I mean it Hank. I 
have...” 


“Ts it a girl, Fox?” He interrupts me, his voice softening and 
I can just picture the dry smile on his face. 


“Yeah... it is. How could you tell?” I ask, grinning to myself 
at the fresh memory of her, then cringing as I see her 
storming up to her own front door. 


“T just figured,” Hank says with a degree of resignation. 
“Tt’s about time, Fox... but you might’ve picked a better day 
for it... I’ll hold ‘em off for today, maybe tomorrow too. But 
you get yourself sorted and get back here ASAP and wow 
those bastards with your next crazy idea, whatever it is, 
okay?” 


“Thanks, Hank. I will,” I say, trying not to sound like a 
lovesick teenager and failing. I’m about to hang up, when 
Hank asks me something else point blank. 


“Do you love her, Fox? Do you really love her?” he asks 
intently, and I answer without even thinking about it, 
hearing the emotion in my own voice. 


“Yeah. Yeah I really do fucking love her, Hank.” I tell him. 
“Then go get her, Fox... we’ll be here when you get back.” 


The first the neighborhood sees of me is my broad frame 
striding up the middle of the road, my robe swishing open 
and my feet bare. I’m carrying my phone still and I don’t 


even remember if I hung up on Hank or not, or if I even 
closed my front door after I left. But it doesn’t matter. 


None of it matters anymore. I know that the one thing that 
truly matters, the one thing I want over everything else just 
walked away from me. 


So now I have to go get it back. 


I have to get her back. I know my life would be worthless 
without her in it, and by the time I get halfway there, 
registering the stares and curious glances from the 
obviously nosy neighbors, I thank fuck that she only lives a 
few doors down. 


Even though I’d walk a thousand mile across broken glass 
or lava to do the same. 


CHAPTER TEN 
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I know I’m acting foolish. 
Like a child. 


I’ve always over-reacted, often confusing my weight and 
people’s reactions to it as an excuse to be upset by things. 
But it’s only because most of the time it’s the real reason I 
get upset. 


People don’t want me because of my size. The sports and 
even group projects in school then college... the jobs I’ve 
already applied for... the boys I thought shared the same 
interests as me in college. 


Sooner or later, it’s the same story. Feels like it anyway. 
“We like you, but not like that.” 


We’d rather not be lumbered with the thick girl on our 
team/group is what they really meant. 


“T just remembered, I have to visit my Aunt in the hospital.” 


“We’re sorry, the position has already been filled.” 


As soon as I hear Fox suddenly remembering his important 
meeting, it’s like history repeating itself all over again. I tell 
myself all the wrong things until I end up believing them, 
despite what Fox told me himself. 


I actually get mad, really upset, thinking Fox is ditching me 
because I won’t put out, or maybe because he’s seen me 
naked now, and realizes what he’s really in for with a bigger 
girl...I actually tell myself he’s probably got his buddy 
calling him, the ‘rescue call’ after he’s given some unseen 
signal, the sign he’s bailing on the fat chick who won’t put 
out or maybe it’s a bet. A bet he just can’t follow through 
with. 


It’s insane. The things I tell myself when I get worked up, 
and I end up believing only the most hurtful and untrue 
parts. 


And because it’s someone as amazing as Fox, it hurts so 
much, I can’t breathe. 


I’m mad at Fox, for even making me imagine something so 
stupid, but I’m even madder at myself more than anything. 


I may have overreacted slightly when I should’ve listened, 
but seriously? 


Did he really just remember he had that all-important 
meeting? 


Did you even ask him? 


No. I told him how he feels without letting him explain, I 
stormed off when he asked me to wait and now I definitely 
don’t have a job but worse than anything... 


I don’t have Fox either. 


My tears are coming down hard, my breathing heavy. Mrs. 
Pollock from two doors down and across the street asks me 
if I’m alright as I storm past her yard, but I only hold my 
hand up. 


I don’t want to talk to her or anyone else. It wouldn’t be the 
first time people have seen me walk home bawling either, so 
no surprises for anyone really. 


The chunky girl gets another bite of reality. 
But he told you that you're his... 


He said it was fine to wait until you were ready... he’s so 
into you, why can’t you see it? 


Once inside, I lean back against the door, closing it and 
sliding down onto my ass. I clutch my knees with my hands 
and lean my head forward, a dry croaking wail trying to 
come out, but there’s hardly anything left now. 


I feel so damned hollow and empty. 
Oh my god... what have I done? 


The magical feeling I had, the one I shared with Fox only a 
short while ago, it’s gone. Replaced with a dark, icky feeling 
inside. A feeling I thought I’d lost forever once I saw Fox. 


Now I feel worse than ever. I just sit there, lamenting the 
fact that I had my big chance, my one in a million shot and I 
blew it. 


I royally screwed it. 
I nailed it to the ground and I- 


The sound of soft, then firm knocking on the door directly 
behind me jolts me from my depressive reverie. 


I open my mouth, not daring to breathe, cocking my head to 
strain to hear. 


As if that’s going to help. 
I know who it is. 


He knocks again, harder this time but not violently, not in 
anger. 


“Sonya?” he says in his deep voice. It’s a confident, 
collected man on the other side of the door. 


A man who knows what he wants and he’s come to claim 
what’s his. 


I just feel so stupid now. The third round of knocking on the 
door seems to blast away the last of my paranoia, shattering 
the bullshit I told myself about Fox, about what he really 
thinks of me. 


“Go away.” I hear myself croak feebly, but I hear him sigh 
with relief. 


“Sonya, open up. C’mon. I’m not kidding, let me in.” 


He says it firmly. I don’t even flinch when I feel him trying 
the handle, leaning on the door to try and see in through 
the frosted glass panel. 


I feel suddenly tired. Like it’s all too hard. 


“Just leave me alone.” Is all I can manage, even though I 
need Fox now more than ever. His arms around me, his 
mouth on my ear telling me something good. Telling me 
how much he wants me. 


“Pm not leaving Sonya. I just need to know you're safe. I 
can stay out here all night if you want.” 


I half-smile, silently cursing him for being so sweet. 
Marveling at what he would even see in me, but most of all, 
knowing that he would do it. That he would stay out there 
all night if I don’t let him in. 


Just so he knows I’m safe. So he can protect me. 


“T really did have a meeting,” he says, happy to talk to me 
even if I won’t answer or open up. 


“T don’t know why you thought I didn’t, like I was trying to 
get rid of you... because I’m not Sonya. You’re mine and I 
want you, so open up,” he says, he voice thick with emotion 
and I hear myself groan out loud, feeling more embarrassed 
now than anything. 


“What about your meeting?” I croak feebly. 


“T canceled it,” he says straight away, leaning his face closer 
to the door so I can hear him better. 


“T don’t care about the meeting... it’s important, Sonya but 
nowhere near as important as you are to me.” 
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It’ll be cold. But I’ll stand here all night, like I just said. Just 
to know where she is. Just to know she is safe. 


She doesn’t want to see me, she doesn’t want to talk right 
now. That’s fine. 


As long as I know where she is and that she’s safe, we can 
deal with the rest later. 


Meeting be damned, I’m kicking myself for even mentioning 
it. I should’ve just made a call, blown it off. 


But that’s not how I do business. It’s all or nothing, I just 
can’t have two major choices if one of them is Sonya. 


I know now I’ll choose Sonya every time. 


Once I tell her so, she opens the door. I don’t even want to 
hear her say anything. She’s trying to say sorry, but I don’t 
care. I just want her. 


I press my mouth hard over hers, silencing us both and 
taking us back to that place we should’ve stayed in, at my 


place. The place where it’s just the two of us and the sounds 
of our bodies melting into one another. 


When she does speak, finally. She hits my chest, telling me 
off. 


“Damn you, Fox Silverman, damn you for being so perfect.” 


But I correct her. Holding her chin up so she can look into 
my eyes, I remind her that she’s the perfect one. The 
reason for everything now. 


I move forward, taking us both all the way inside and I kick 
the door closed behind me with my foot as I lean down to 
kiss her again. 


I take her into my arms, kissing her, not wanting this 
moment to end. And certainly never wanting to see her 
upset ever again. 


“No more misunderstandings,” I demand softly. “I want you, 
you're mine now. No arguments.” 


I feel a wave of relief washing over me, over us both as I 
feel her head bobbing in a nod as I press her close to me 
again, resting my chin on her head, feeling her heartbeat 
where it belongs. Right against my body which is also 
getting harder than stone now that she’s in my arms again. 


“Do you ever wear real clothes?” she asks, letting her hands 
trace the inside my robe, making me groan as she winds 
her cool fingers down to my thick shaft. 


“Maybe not anymore,” I inform her, which could be true. If I 
keep feeling this way, which I know I will. I might never 
wear pants again. 


“Just tell me I’m stupid. Tell me I imagined the whole thing 
and that you really did have a meeting,” she murmurs. 


“You’re not stupid,” I growl, and kiss her forehead, “...and 
yes I had a meeting, which I canceled... as for your 
imagination, I can’t really say anything about that.” I tell 
her, taking her face in my hands again. 


“What happened, Sonya? What made you think...?” 


But she looks away, the tears forming in her eyes telling me 
now’s not the time to talk about that, whatever it is that 
makes her so down on herself. 


I’ve got her back, that’s the main thing and I have 
absolutely zero plans of ever letting her go again. 


Standing in the small hallway, I glance around. It’s a two 
story place, but small. 


Average sized I have to remind myself. 
Not everyone lives in twenty thousand square feet, Fox. 


I can feel Sonya’s embarrassment as I look around. I don’t 
say anything. She had to have somewhere to live. 


Until today. 
Now she’ll come home with me. That’s final. 


“Show me around,” I say. “Show me Sonya’s world,” and I 
mean it. I don’t care if she’s from an average house, doesn’t 
have a job and has low self-esteem. 


I want to know more about her and it’s the best way to find 
out. 


Her questioning glance makes me remind her about what I 
said just now. 


“T want you, Sonya. I have you, now show me around your 
house.” I tell her. Once it’s clear I’m not trying to judge her, 
or her family, she willingly shows me around. 


There’s no formal areas, no entrance hall. No formal dining 
or sitting room. The main differences in houses with people 
with money, I’ve noticed myself, is that we have a ton of 
rooms we never even use. 


I have even more, but for a different reason. A reason I plan 
on showing Sonya as soon as possible. 


The tour takes less than a minute downstairs, and although 
I don’t judge her dad for trying his best. I know this isn’t 
the house my queen should live in. 


This isn’t the world she should spend her time in. 


“And... the bedrooms are upstairs,” she says sheepishly as I 
lace my fingers through hers, urging her with my eyes to 
lead me upstairs. 


I have to stoop to avoid hitting my head once we get 
upstairs and I feel like a giant in her home. 
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“Its cozy...” She chimes cheerfully, hesitating just a 
moment before showing me into her bedroom, the door 
catching on a pile of laundry as she tries to open it all the 
way. 


“Oops,” she says. 
I can clean... I can cook... 


I daren’t make light of it. I don’t want to upset her ever 
again, and as far as cooking and cleaning goes, I have 
people that do all that. My own laundry? I’ve never even 
thought about it, there’s a chute and there’s always fresh 
clothes in my closet. 


I can see there might be an adjustment period for Sonya. 


Her room, like the whole house, isn't untidy. It’s just small. 
Filled with things that mean a lot to her but in such a small 


space that it makes them all seem overcrowded, congested. 


There’s neat bookcases filled with history texts. A few 
posters of classical figures from history, a large poster of 
some pyramids, but I notice one picture on her wall in 
particular. A young girl with unmistakable blue eyes and 
golden hair. 


“That’s you?” I ask her, disturbed when I see her lowering 
her eyes again, murmuring something about “when she was 
a thousand pounds lighter.” 


Looking at the picture again, it hits me. 
Even though she’s smiling, she’s sad inside. Torn apart. 


A view of the world and herself I know will take time to 
heal, but I’ll see to it that it does. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 
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“You’re the first boy I’ve ever had up here,” I joke, changing 
the subject from my childhood back to the present. 


“Dad would freak if he...” 


For some reason, the past. My dad... my adoptive dad. It 
always comes up. Always makes me feel the same way I did 
in that photo. 


Out of place. 


Fox gives me a small smile and puts his arms around me as 
he stands behind me, swaying me gently as he glances 
around. 


“T want you to come home with me, Sonya. I meant what I 
said about wanting you to stay with me.” 


Hugging his arms, squeezing his close up under my 
stiffening chest, I tell Fox I know he does. A part of me 
wants to drop everything and go there too. 


“But I only just met you,” I say, not meaning to sound like 
I’m whining. 


“And?” Fox protests, nibbling on my ear as punishment. 


“If it doesn’t work out, you can come home whenever you 
want,” he adds, making perfect sense, even though I can’t 
see myself being able to breathe without him in my life 
anymore, not even for one second. 


It’s like the missing part of myself opened that door this 
afternoon. Like Fox is somehow that perfect, self-confidant, 
successful aspect of myself I always felt was missing in my 
life. He completes me just by being himself. 


Just by being here. 


“What are you thinking?” He asks me, and I notice the 
serious look on my face as I catch a glimpse of the pair of us 
in the section of cheval mirror not covered by my bathrobe. 


Talk about polar opposites, physically... 


“Pm thinking...” I start to say but I stop myself. I know Fox 
doesn’t want me talking, even thinking like that anymore. 
But I can’t help it, it’s true. It’s always going to be a 
problem unless I just tell him so. 


“Pm thinking how perfect you are.” 
Fox smiles. Kissing the top of my head. 


“And... I’m thinking about how different I am... compared to 
you...” I say, trying to deal with it tactfully. 


But there’s no getting around it with Fox. He turns me 
around, and sits us both down on the edge of my bed, which 
sags almost to the floor once he sits on it, making me smile. 


He opens his mouth to say something, probably something 
about how I shouldn’t be so down on myself, when it hits me 


like a brick between the eyes. 


I remember the exact moment I started to feel the way I do. 
Because of my size. 


“What is it?” Fox asks me, taking my hand in his and I watch 
it disappear inside his huge palm. 


“When I was three...” I murmur, looking past the mirror, 
past the room. Like I can see myself all those years ago, 
back at the adoption center. 


“Before my dad adopted me, they used to have us come out, 
put us in little play pens and prospective parents would 
come in and see which kids they got along with best; after 
they'd been matched with their choices of adoptive 
children.” 


Fox’s hand grips mine tighter, and I feel him pressing it to 
his lips. 


“I was so little, it never registered that I never got picked 
up, that no one ever played with me. Not until...” 


I feel the hot tears running down my cheek. I’m not upset 
though, just a little shocked at how clear the memory really 
is now. 


“What happened?” Fox demands, his voice strong but I can 
hear an edge of anger to it, anger at not being there for me. 
Not being able to protect me. 


“There was a couple, they pointed and laughed. The wife 
saying so loud everyone could hear ‘we definitely don’t 
want the fat one.” 


I should be crying. I should be sobbing with self-pity, but I 
feel nothing all of a sudden. I feel like I’ve let myself down, 
being so hung up on a single moment from when I was so 
young. 


Did it really make me change how I think about myself my 
whole life? 


“T only just remembered that, Fox. Just now with you sitting 
here with me. I’ve never told anyone that,” I tell him, and I 
look over, noting the intense look in his eyes. 


“My dad,” I continue. “When he came to the adoption 
center, he just took one look at me and he fell in love 
straight away, he’s the best. Not because he felt sorry for 
me, but because he just knew I was his baby girl. 


“He could never have a family, and once his first wife found 
out, she left him. She never wanted to adopt, but my dad...” 


“He sounds like a hell of a guy,” Fox says, and he means it. 
He’s right. 


My dad is pretty cool. 


“His new wife though... my step mom,” I say, and Fox gives 
another smile. 


“Thanks for sharing that story, Sonya,” he says, tracing the 
hair back from my face, tucking it behind my ear before he 
leans in to peck my lips. 


“But, you’re not three anymore. And I’m not judging you for 
what you think you look like,” he says. 


“T love you, Sonya. Yeah sure, we only just met, but I love 
you for you... Your body? It drives me wild and in case you 
haven’t noticed, I’m kinda switched on by it. By you. Can’t 
you feel it too? Can’t you feel this thing between us?” he 
asks, and I can’t help it, my eyes stray down to the tell-tale 
bulge I know I'll see at the front of his robe again. 


This thing between us... 


As Fox leans in to kiss me, I know I’m ready. I know I want 
him to claim me now. The last thing I do as a girl in my room 
before I leave as a woman in his arms. 


My man, Fox. 


“Did you really cancel your meeting for me?” I ask, 
watching him nod without hesitation, telling me he’d cancel 
everything if it meant having me. 


“T want you Fox,” I murmur, “I want you now more than 
ever...” 
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It’s not why I wanted to see her room. I’m not trying to get 
in her pants again. But when she tells me she wants me, I 
know she’s ready. 


I know she’s realized something about herself, that maybe 
she's been holding herself back unfairly. 


“If you let me, I can love you like you wouldn’t believe,” I 
tell her, “Mine...” I remind her and we both fall back onto 
her bed, which is tiny, way too soft and just perfect because 
soon, there’s only two things in it that matter. 


Me and her, both naked, picking up right where we left off. 


Sonya wants to be naked now, she wants to show me what 
she knows gives me the greatest pleasures, and the sight of 
her nakedness straddling mine, my thick, fat cock riding up, 
pressed against her belly as she grips it with both hands is 
almost too much. 


She’s pumping my shaft with her hands, gasping and 
making those little sounds she makes. Sounds telling me 


how turned on she is, while my own sounds are almost a 
warning already. I feel like I’m about to blow if she keeps 
stroking me like that. 


Running my hands all over her, circling her breasts and 
letting them settle on those perfect hips of hers, it’s her cue 
to move up a little. Lifting herself as high as she can while 
she holds my hardness straight up, ready to enter her slick 
valley, which she starts to tease with the smooth roundness 
of my cock’s tip, making me throw my head back and groan 
like an animal. Dying of sheer pleasure from her touch. 


“Say it,” I demand, wanting her to tell me she’s mine at the 
exact moment I enter her. Needing her to tell me she’s 
mine at the instant I claim her as mine. 


She struggles to focus on speaking. Breathing and starting 
to press herself onto my meaty thickness, which makes us 
both groan as I start to enter her quivering hole. 


“I'm yours Fox... l'll always be yours...” 


I clench my jaw, swearing to myself and growling like a 
beast. 


Fuck, she’s tight, and I know she’s enjoying the control of 
putting me inside her, but all I want to do is thrust myself 
deep up into her, filling her with the seed I’ve been holding 
back for so long. 


Waiting for her. 
Waiting for this exact moment to start our new life. 


I’m so proud of her, holding her up with my hands, taking 
her waist and hips in my hands as she slides down onto me. 
There’s a little second where it’s super tight, and she 
winces a little and then she’s taken all of me inside her. 


My body jerks under her and my hands grip her even 
tighter, her own body tightening, clamping down onto me 
as she starts to purr. Taking to it like a duck to water. 


I was worried I wouldn’t be able to fully satisfy her, that I’d 
blow too soon. But once I’m inside Sonya, a new and harder 
edge comes over me, her own body working its way over 
mine until we’re two forces that are made for each other. 


Like a key in a lock, I’m hers, and now I know for sure that 
she’s finally mine. 


Her thick thighs and wide hips mean I have the perfect 
match for my own body as she takes me deeper into her. 
Pumping up and down, riding me like she’s done it a 
thousand times before. I’d never know this was her first 
time, and I feel honored to be the one to claim her. 


Honored and proud to have her as my own. 


Once I feel her getting close, and after I know she’s had her 
fun being on top, I feel my own pleasure building. 


I hold her against me, and while keeping myself deep inside 
her, I flip us both over. 


“My turn,” I growl and she shivers an excited breath, her 
eyes closing and her head tipping back as I bury my face in 
her chest again, thrusting myself forward, and discovering 
an even deeper pleasure. 


Her eyes suddenly grow wide, a sound of disbelief rushing 
from her lips as we both feel me reaching that special place 
inside her. Anew and wonderful feeling for her, and my own 
body’s signal that it’s time to claim her properly. Time to 
plant the seeds of our future. 


I grip her face with one hand, making sure our eyes stay 
locked, and feeling my own heat rising quickly inside me, 


she thrusts her perfect hips harder against mine until her 
whole body jerks, stiffens and then starts to shudder with 
her own climax. 


“Fox...” She gasps, her hands clawing at my body as she 
feels herself losing her past. The girl who she never liked is 
becoming the woman who is her own master, her new king 
at her side. 


“Take me,” she whimpers, stammering a breath at the same 
moment I feel the uncontrollable force rising from deep 
inside me, rushing to join her. 


“Mine,” I growl, and groan along with her, both of us 
consumed by the moment. Joined forever. 


I watch her eyes, my hands tracing over her face as I join 
her in our first shared orgasm, the moment I know, just as 
surely as she’s mine forever; that we’ve also just started 
something new as well as what feels like our new favorite 
hobby. 


It feels like forever, time disappears and it’s a new version 
of who we both were just a moment ago. 


This new coupling. The new ‘us’. Me and my woman, now 
finally joined as one. 


It only makes us feel closer than ever, making us hold onto 
each other tighter. Never wanting to let go. Never wanting 
to lose this moment. 


To share it forever. 
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I grip Fox tighter, holding him closer. I want him inside me 
forever. 


I thought his tongue lashing was an eye opener, but this 
takes the cake. “Is it that good every time?” I ask him, both 
of us breathless, panting. He staggers a laugh in between 
breaths. 


“It is with you, Sonya... It is with you.” He assures me, 
kissing me hard again and somehow managing to keep just 
as hard inside me. 


“I’m sure you’d know,” I murmur, half to myself. I just figure 
being the man he is, Fox has had his fair share of any 
woman he chooses, but he’s frowning again. His face 
pressed close to mine. 


“What does that mean?” he asks, sounding a little hurt but 
letting it go, the feeling we have right now cancels out 
anything less than perfection. 


“I just mean...” I puff, “...that you’ve probably had your fair 
share of...” 


His finger over my lips silences me and his thickness inside 
me flexes in reply. It takes my mind and body away from the 
concept of Fox being anything but mine and me anything 
but his. 


“T only have you,” is all he says. “You’re all I want. All I 
need.” He murmurs, sounding sleepy all of a sudden and I 
feel my own lids growing heavy. 


I lay there with him until we both fall asleep. A deep, 
dreamless sleep. Something I don’t think I’ve had for such a 
long time, by the time I wake up, I can’t believe it isn’t the 
same day. 


I rest for a moment before opening my eyes. I hear the 
sound of birds outside, and although I can sense Fox’s 
warmth in the bed next to me, I know he isn’t there 
anymore, which makes my eyes dart open as I breathe in 
sharply. 


A mild panic hits me as I have the dual thought that it might 
all have been my imagination, or worse. That it was all real 
and that he’s left. 


I sit up, noticing the pleasant ache all throughout my body, 
like I’ve had the best exercise followed by a sleep that’s left 
me refreshed and renewed. But no Fox takes the shine off 
that feeling and I fight not to have my usual doomsday 
thoughts. 


Remember, Sonya... Remember what he said? You're his 
now. No arguments and no doubt about it. 


I hear what sounds like Fox moving through the house 
downstairs. Then the faintest hint of bacon and coffee reach 
my nose. 


Lying on my back, I purr to myself, safe in the knowledge 
that this is real. That Fox is real. 


Virginity? Done. 


I sigh loudly, spreading my arms wide and stretching myself 
out, then sitting up again suddenly. 


Bacon? 
Coffee? 


Fox appears in the doorway, wearing nothing but a tray he’s 
carrying. Two cups of steaming coffee. And what looks like 
some fried bacon sandwiches. 


He gives a little shrug as my eyes dart from him, to the tray, 
then back to him again. 


I know what I could eat right now, all day. 


“What time is it?” I ask, the dreamy tone in my voice and 
mind gradually being replaced with reality. 


Yes, Fox is still here, naked in my bedroom now, but what 
happened? 


“Tell me I didn’t sleep right through?” I ask, watching his 
silent chuckle broaden to a wide grin. 


He sets the tray down on my desk and scratches his head. 


“T think we both kind of slept in,” he says, and his eyes stray 
from mine, following the lines of my body under the 
blankets, making his cock twitch and bob. 


I shiver a breath in, and quickly lift the covers, urging him 
back to bed at once, but he calmly reminds me that we have 
to eat. 


I widen my eyes in protest, then remind him it’s freezing, 
and hold the covers up long enough to give him the show he 
obviously wants. 


His low tone of satisfaction, knowing he likes what he sees, 
makes me flush. Makes me forget about food for the second 
time in as many seconds, but Fox seems determined to have 
it both ways. 


Balancing the tray with one hand, he eases himself onto my 
bed, keeping it perfectly balanced. Even once I snuggle up 
next to him, breathing him in and clutching at his warmth, 
he keeps the tray rock steady without any effort, able to put 
his other arm around me at the same time. 


“T helped myself to what was in your kitchen,” he says, 
handing me a plate with a large fried bacon sandwich with 
cheese. Instantly I feel how hungry I am, having skipped 
eating yesterday altogether, except for that piece of pie 
with Fox. 


I’m waiting for the ‘I thought you said you cooked’ 
comment. But he doesn’t say anything. I know the place is a 
mess, and the kitchen? It’s full of instant meal boxes and 
take out containers. 


“I don’t skip meals,” he says, tucking into his own sandwich 
in huge bites, giving me the social permission I need to eat 
how I want, which still feels a bit weird eating so close to 
someone, but when in Rome. 


“We have napkins?” I ask, shaking my head in wonder once 
I'm done. 


Our place isn’t that bad, but nothing compared to Fox’s 
house. 


“You do,” he says, then asks if I want another sandwich. 


I bit my lip, really wanting another one but not wanting him 
to get out of bed either. 


“I’m making more,” he says, pecking my nose, and I readily 
agree to whatever he wants. 


“Save room for dessert though.” I call after him, trying to 
sound sexy but thinking how ridiculous I sound trying to 
talk like that. 


Who has dessert for breakfast? 
Do real people even talk like that? 


But Fox’s head pokes around the door, growling with a grin 
that tells me he’s not just saving room for dessert, he’s 
expecting it. 
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If I hadn’t claimed her, if she wasn’t mine for real now I 
know I wouldn’t be able to eat. I would never have slept or 
eaten again if she’d gone and not come back to me. 


But she’s mine now I’ve claimed her, so I let myself have the 
ultimate cheat day breakfast that matches how I feel which 
is on top of the world. 


I tell Sonya to stay put, to stay in bed and relax while I get 
us some more to eat, after letting her know I expect her to 
provide dessert too. 


Bumping my head on the way back down to the kitchen, 
and then again on the low range hood in the kitchen, I 
decide that today’s the last day for my Queen to be in this 
house. 


Her place is with me now. Not here. 


I can leave her just long enough to find us some food, 
knowing we have better shelter close by and knowing she’s 
as eager for me to return to her bed as I am. 


It’s so primal, so caveman, I love it. And I love her. It’s all 
because I love her. Everything. 


My whole world is her now and I know she feels the same. 


Making sure I duck every obstacle on the way back up to 
her, I growl in dissatisfaction when I see her bed empty, but 
it softens as I hear the flush from the end of the hall and 
watch her reappear, coming out of the bathroom, drying 
her hands with a hand towel. 


“I thought I’d lost you again,” I hear myself saying, not 
wanting to sound desperate, but reminding her not to stray 
too far either. 


“You won't,” she assures me, kissing me and holding my 
lower lip in both of hers, dragging me back into her room. 
“Pm yours, Fox, remember... forever.” She reminds me, 
making me grab her hard with my free hand, almost afraid 
of how badly I want her again so soon. 


“You are mine.” I remind us both, and only just managing to 
set the tray down, I fall back onto her bed with her, but we 
keep falling. 


Then darkness. The sudden gasp of her breath and then 
silence. 


I can’t move... 
What the fuck? 


I snarl loudly, feeling pinned down, I flex both my arms out 
wide ready to grab at whatever it is that’s attacked us both. 


But it’s clear to me, to both of us in a second. The bed 
collapsed under us, pressing us together inside the soft 
mattress. 


Once I push the sides of the bed frame out, we’re both left 
staring at each other, blinking until she starts to laugh and 
after a moment, I can’t help but join her. 


“Did you just break my bed?” she asks after she regains her 
composure. 


I’ve never liked feeling boxed in, and I apologize for 
breaking her bed, offering to buy her a new one, until we 
both look at each other. 


“I'm glad it broke,” she says. And she’s right, so am I. 
“I won't be needing it anymore anyway, will I?” 


I shake my head in the negative, and after yelping in pain as 
I catch myself on the splintered bed frame, I stand up 
offering her my hand before just bending down and 
scooping her up into my arms so she doesn’t get hurt by the 
jagged splinters and bolts sticking out at frightening angles. 


“I think we can have dessert at my pla-” I start to say, 
before correcting myself. 


“Home.” We both say at the same time. Sonya looks into my 
eyes making my heart melt at hearing her say that. To hear 
her say it on her own because I know it’s what she truly 
wants as well, not just me telling her so. 


I set her down only long enough for her to put her robe on, 
slipping mine back on before I lift her up again in my arms, 
noticing how light she is. 


Anything she wants from now on, she can have new. Her old 
life is finished, our new life starts right now. 


Try as I might, I collide with the low beams of the stairwell 
again, and the front door on our way out, but in moments 
I’m striding back down the middle of the road with my prize 
in my arms. 


Mine. Like it should be. Me and my woman, going home. 


The same little old lady I noticed yesterday is in her yard 
again near her roses, her jaw dropping when she sees me 
carrying her neighbor down the street. 


“You alright, dear?” The old woman asks Sonya, full of 
concern as I give her a dark look. 


“Oh, much better today. Thanks Mrs. Pollock!” Sonya calls 
out cheerfully, as if it’s the most natural thing in the world 
to be carried down the street towards the new house at the 
end. 


Once we get to the front door of our place, I stop for a 
second, looking down at Sonya, wanting to ask her 
something but thinking it’s better to save it, for later. But I 
store the memory of this feeling. Carrying her home. 


“Our new home.” I tell her, using my fingers to open the 
door, which I thankfully didn’t lock. 


“You can put me down now, Fox,” she says, looking a little 
red from embarrassment. 


“I don’t know how you managed to carry me down the 
stairs, let alone down the street.” 


I only grunt a reply, it’s never hard to carry her. Never hard 
to hold her. It only bothers me when I have to let her go. 


“What is it?” she asks, noticing the dark look I’m still 
wearing. 


My head’s cocked, straining to hear if anyone is in the 
house. Normally I wouldn’t care about coming home after 
leaving the place unlocked all night, but I have Sonya to 
look after now. 


“TIl just take a look around,” I tell her, bolting the door 
behind us. 


She rolls her eyes, but smiles, shrugging as I set her down 
and I stalk off around the place, checking to see if we’re 
alone until I’m satisfied we really are. Satisfied nobody’s 
been inside our house while we’ve been gone. 


I’m out back, having noticed the rear sliding doors to one of 
the patios was unlocked. Probably nothing, the whole place 
was a circus while they got it ready for my arrival, but I 
venture all the way down the rear of the yard just to make 
sure there’s no sign of any disturbance. 


The sound of the doorbell chiming makes me turn on my 
heel, taking long strides to get there first. Willing Sonya not 
to open it. 


For some reason, as silly as it sounds, I don’t even want her 
opening a door without me there to protect her. 


I feel my whole body tensing up, my hands turning to fists 
as I hear Sonya’s voice. She’s not only opened the door, 
she’s let somebody in. 


I growl loudly as I hear the unmistakable sound of a males 
voice. 


I knew I shouldn’t have left her alone, not even for a 
minute. 
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I practically trip on my robe trying to scramble to the front 
of the house again, coming up the main hallway, I can see 
the front door’s open and Sonya’s gone. 


My heart explodes as I practically howl like a wild animal, 
launching myself at the open doorway, feeling like tearing it 
from the framework when I look outside and see no one. 


Hearing her laughter from the kitchen side of the house, I 
launch back down that way, clawing my way into the kitchen 
after gripping the sides to slow me down. 


“Whoa!” the male voice cries, and I can see Sonya’s 
shocked face, which she covers with her hands as she stifles 
a laugh. 


She’s on one side of the kitchen, and Mr. Soon to be torn 
apart is on the other. I take a breath, ready to throw myself 
at whoever it is, until I suddenly realize. 


It’s just the grocery delivery boy. 


He’s stunned, open mouthed, like Sonya was for a second, 
staring at my manhood, swaying in the breeze after my 
robe’s come open. 


I make no effort to cover myself. My only concern is Sonya 
that no man, or anyone else is trying to get to her. 


“The fuck.” Is all I can manage, feeling breathless. A 
tightness in my chest. The madness that’s gripped me only 
lessening by a degree, but I’m overcome with the urge to 
protect Sonya. 


“Uhhh... Derek from Wondermart, Mr. Silverman... we have 
your grocery order and... uh... Sonya was kind enough to 
let me in...” he stammers. 


He’s just a kid. About fifteen, I’d bet, but still a male and 
way too close to Sonya for my liking. 


“And what was so funny?” I ask the pair of them, feeling my 
eyes dart from the youth to Sonya. Feeling myself 
unraveling with what I can only pinpoint as an insane level 
of jealousy. 


Sonya, with more sense than two males in the same room, 
strolls over and ties my robe for me, pecking my cheek. 


“Don’t be mad, Fox.” She whispers coolly before 
introducing us formally. “Derek is our neighbor too, I used 
to sit for his folks... he lives at number six.” 


She gives me a firm look, telling me with her eyes to chill 
out and play nice. 


I take a deep breath, then smile a crooked smile as I relax. 
The boy laughs like a hyena, nervously looking at the 
doorway past me, forgetting all about his grocery delivery. 


“Sorry, Derek,” she says. I’m trying to calm myself but it’s 
useless. The sight of another male near Sonya... it’s too 


much. 


“We left the house unlocked last night... was thinking 
maybe there was a prowler...” Sonya explains, moving me 
out of the way so the boy can get past, as eager to leave as I 
am to get him out of my house. 


I watch them both as Sonya shows him to the door, my 
hands pumping into fists again as I overhear the little 
squirt’s question. 


“Ts that the same Fox Silverman who buys up all the land? I 
heard he buys whole neighborhoods, then flattens them 
for...” but I can’t listen. I won’t hear it. Not in my own 
house. 


He hears my growl as I stride down the hall towards them 
both, and before I can get a hand to him, he opens the door 
and runs outside. 


Sonya puts herself between me and the doorway, her hands 
on my chest. 


“Fox, what is the matter with you?” she says, looking 
concerned more than frightened. 


Once I know we're alone, that the kid’s gone, I start to relax 
immediately. 


I look briefly outside before closing the door again, bolting 
it and pressing my hands to my temples. 


Sonya’s arms wind around my waist calming me even more. 
“What is it, Fox? What’s the matter... does Derek have some 
kind of problem with you?” She asks softly. 


“He almost did!” I exclaim, feeling my whole body shaking 
as I try to dispel the feeling that came over me. 


“T just... The thought of anyone...” I try and tell her, but it’s 
useless. If I tried to put how I feel into words, it would make 
me sound like a lunatic. 


I kiss Sonya and hold her tight, “Just don’t open the door 
unless I’m around,” I say and after a few moments I feel 
almost human enough to lead her back down to the kitchen. 


“Let’s set you to work,” I joke, eyeing the stacked crates of 
groceries. 


Without blinking, Sonya’s ready to help, “Tell me where 
things go and I’ll pack them away,” she says confidently. 


“T have no idea where anything goes, we’re starting from 
scratch here,” I inform her. “How ‘bout you tell me where 
you want stuff?” 


She gives me an uncertain look, then pecks my nose. “Are 
you sure you’re okay, Fox?” She asks me again. 


“Never better,” I can assure her... Now. 


As long as there’s no males within a five mile radius. I think 
I'll be alright. That boy might’ve barely escaped with his 
life though. 


I go through the crates, sighting the chilled and frozen 
items, bundling them into the refrigerator, noticing Sonya 
starting to plan out some pantry space. 


“What was he saying about you buying up whole 
neighborhoods?” Sonya asks off handedly, a determined 
look on her face as she decides between cereal or cans for 
the third shelf. 


“Tell you what,” I announce, taking both her hands again. “I 
never showed you around properly... c’mon... we can do all 
this later.” 


It’s true. I’ve dragged her from her own bed, which I broke 
after claiming her and haven’t even shown her around our 
new house. 


I’ve been so obsessed with just getting her, making sure 
she’s really here. That she’s mine. 


Everything else has literally slipped my mind. 


And I love her all the more for not saying anything, not 
complaining once. 


“I was wondering if I’d ever get to see the place,” she says, 
grinning. “I daren’t wander off on my own,” she muses, 
making me feel just a little foolish for being so 
overprotective. 


“Tt’s only because...” I start to tell her. 
“T know,” she says, not letting me finish. 


“... Because I love you.” I tell her firmly, gripping those hips 
and pulling her towards me, threatening to miss our house 
tour and putting the groceries away if I hold onto her a 
second longer. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
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I’m starting to realize that Fox is a little more on the 
possessive side than I imagined. I thought I was imagining 
it, but nope. He won’t let anyone else near me. 


It’s flattering, but I can tell we’ll have some work to do in 
that department, and me in my getting about the house in 
nothing but flimsy robes, so I guess we’re even for now. 


The tour of his house sounds over inflated at first, but Fox 
isn’t kidding. The place is huge and I know I’m gonna get 
lost a few times before I settle in. 


The rooms I’ve seen so far are all around two or three times 
the size of regular rooms, and the kitchen... well it feels like 
a restaurant’s but still has the charm and convenience of a 
modern domestic one. 


The whole place is like something from the future, but 
keeps classic themes and colors, like patterned wallpapers 
and exquisite drapery in subtle balance with modern 
furniture and appliances. 


“Maybe we should save your room ‘til last.” I venture, 
knowing what happens when the pair of us get anywhere 
near soft surfaces. 


“Our room,” he corrects me absently, squeezing my hand as 
he guides me off down another hallway, off the main 
entrance which has a series of bright, naturally lit rooms. 
The first one’s pink which makes me frown then shrug. 


Each to their own I suppose. The room has French windows 
and built in woodwork, loads of room but no furniture yet. 


The next one is similar but has a sky blue color and theme, 
with more bold woodwork, with natural timber windows 
and framework. 


The rest of the house is furnished, and I figure this wing of 
the house is like the pantry, just waiting to be stocked up. 


The third room is more to my taste, a soft yellow theme, 
with strong white borders. It’s bright, playful and makes me 
feel good just standing in it. All the rooms have thick wool 
carpeting and the whole place has that new house smell, 
which I’m finding I really like. 


“What do you think?” Fox asks me, his face is full of life and 
color now, any sign he was upset from before has vanished. 


I feel a little awkward, never really one to get off on looking 
through empty rooms. 


“It’s nice,” I squeak, wondering if he spent all the money on 
the house and had nothing left to fill it with. 


“Like your pantry, I guess.” I muse out loud, turning as I 
look up at the ceiling before landing in his arms again, “Just 
waiting to be filled up?” 


He makes a low sound, filled with pleasure and satisfaction. 
A sound I like to hear him make. It tells me that he’s happy. 


Fox’s arms wrap around my belly and he nuzzles his chin 
into my neck. 


“Do you see it yet?” he asks me, and I feel awkward, looking 
around for some clue, something in the décor to give me a 
hint. 


I can only smile, but it won’t do for Fox. 


“This is our home...” he tones softly. “These rooms... they’re 
empty, for now...” he adds gently, but it’s lost on me. I have 
no idea what he’s... 


“Oooooohhhh....” I say suddenly, realizing exactly what he’s 
talking about. 


“You mean pink for girls, blue for boys, right?” I ask aloud, 
feeling blonder than ever at not having joined the dots. 


“But why would you...?” I start to ask, feeling his lips on 
mine dissolving my question before I can even ask it. 


“Because a man’s no man until he has a family, a real 
family,” Fox says sternly. 


“T’ve made it in business, have plenty of money, security but 
I’m the poorest guy on the street... on any street, because I 
don’t have a family,” he says thoughtfully. 


I think it’s sweet, but at the same time a little bit over the 
top, most men would feel tied down with kids. Wouldn’t 
they? 


Maybe it’s different for some guys. 
Maybe it’s an older guy thing. 


I daren’t ask him that though, I’d never even thought of 
Fox’s age until just now. 


He does have a little distinguished gray around his temples, 
but his hair is thick and strong, like the rest of him. 


He’s the finest specimen of manhood I’ve ever seen, 
regardless of his age. Age is just a number and if he wants a 
family then... 


Ooooh shiiit. 


The penny finally drops, and I realize that Fox wants more 
than just me living in his house... our house. 


He wants a family to fill it as well. 


Fox doesn’t say another word about it, he just lets it all sink 
in and I don’t mind that. He’s not asking me anything, he’s 
not telling me anything. 


It’s like he’s just showing me what’s on offer and leaving it 
up to me to think about for a while. 


It’s the second day of knowing him, and I think even Fox has 
slowed down some, giving me the impression he might have 
wanted to show me all this yesterday if I hadn’t flown off the 
handle and run away. 


“Just tell me the whole house isn’t a series of blue, pink and 
yellow rooms,” I ask, needing to know he’s built more than 
just a giant, empty nursery. 


He laughs easily and hugs me from behind. 


“Yes, there’s plenty of other rooms to see. I just thought... 
well. Let’s check out the rest of the place... I haven’t seen 
all of it either,” he says with some enthusiasm, although I 
can sense he didn’t get the reaction from me he wanted 
with the whole baby room’s thing. 


I’d love to have kids, I really would, but I just lost my 
virginity... give it some time... 


But something in me has changed since I gave myself to Fox 
and I know deep down that it’s more than just losing my 
virginity. 


Something he gave me. I can feel it. 


Doing a bit of a mental backflip, I’m distracted all through 
the rest of Fox’s grand tour, catching vacant looks and 
distant stares from myself in the mirrors, windows and 
surfaces of the house as he shows me around. 


I’m starting to wonder, based solely on my complete lack of 
birth control as well as experience, if someone can get 
pregnant from their first time. 


I mean, can they know they’re pregnant so soon after their 
first time? 


I would ask Fox, but I’m almost scared to. If I did, I’m sure 
he’d want to take us out shopping for baby furniture on the 
spot, or go scouting for the best schools and even colleges. 


He sure does seem to have a bee in his bonnet about 
wanting a family, but for now, IIl just keep it to myself until I 
know for sure. 


Passing the same rooms as we make our way back after 
seeing the rest of the house, I can’t help but pause at the 
big blue room while Fox goes on ahead, telling me he has to 
make a few phone calls. Asking me if it’s okay if he goes 
ahead and makes them, which of course, is fine with me. 


I stand there, feeling totally different about the room now, 
about the whole place and my place in it. 


That other feeling too, the one I’ve had all day. Thinking 
there’s something I’m sure I forgot. 


I rub my belly staring up at the ceiling, at the timber 
framed windows, across to the woods. 


Wondering. 
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Hank will hold the fort with the board, I know that much, 
but what the hell was that kid spouting about? 


I push it to the back of my mind, calling up for more 
pressing things I need from my team, from my office. 


Pd normally be at the office, but since yesterday, I have 
better things to deal with. 


More exciting things. 


I buzz the office, and fish Sonya’s panties off the living room 
floor, I note the size, relaying it to a personal assistant 
before tilting my head back and letting them rest on my 
face, breathing her in one more time. 


“Just clothes, I guess...” I tell him. “Get one of the girls 
there to do it, a few changes of each will do. Yeah, yeah... 
jeans, blouses, underwear...? Joggers... oh about a six... 
thank you. Send those straight over, can you?” 


I have no idea what I’m doing, but it’s a start. A fresh start. 
I don’t even want Sonya stepping a foot back in that other 


place, and I try to remind myself not to go completely 
overboard, but I also realize I probably already have. 


It’s just me. I don’t do things by half measures. 
All or nothing, with a little extra on top. 


I take her panties off my face just in time, smiling at her as 
she makes her way back to the kitchen, sorting out the 
shelves and groceries. 


I don’t expect her to do that but it looks like she’s doing 
some thinking of her own, so I decide to leave her be for 
now. 


As long as I can keep an eye on her, I’m happy. 


I pocket her panties into my robe pocket, and pass by the 
front window, I notice a hideous looking woman storming up 
the paved driveway, making a beeline for the front door, 
which chimes directly. 


What next? 
Another kooky neighbor? 


I roll my eyes and make sure I get to the door before Sonya 
can, who deliberately stays in the kitchen, calling out 
something I don’t catch, but can guess what she means. 


In the few steps it takes to reach the door, I resolve to go 
back to the original plan for this house and decide to have 
that huge wrought iron gated fence installed after all. I 
don’t like it, having so many people with free access to me. 


To Sonya, to us. 


A man’s home is his castle, and so far today I feel under 
attack. 


Opening the door with a sigh, I can tell it’s just been 
escalated to a full frontal assault. 


Her eyes are narrowed, peeved and focused but as soon as 
they travel from my feet up to my chest, which is showing 
through my robe, they dart back down, hovering over my 
groin. 


I groan in disgust. I get this a lot, being ogled by random 
women I have no interest in, it’s disgusting. 


“Yes?” I ask her, the last polite word I decide to speak to her 
once her face shifts to that horrible, leering look. The kind 
that sends her plastic, shining face up at each corner as she 
sticks out her silicone chest as though it’s something I’d 
care to notice. 


“Pm giving you fair warning, Mr...?” 


I don’t say a word, noticing the cab pulled up a way up the 
street, the elderly neighbor talking excitedly to a tall, 
balding man. I can put two and two together. 


“My husband will be down here any minute... and well.. I 
came here to warn you... but you seem to know how to... 
look after yourself,” she says, showing her teeth with a thick 
line of garish red lipstick staining them. 


I shudder at her fake smile, her plastic personality and her 
revolting smell, which unfortunately starts to take up my 
whole entrance hall. 


As if catching it all the way from down in the kitchen, I can 
hear Sonya making her way down the hall towards me, 
making this... creature try and dart a glance behind me. 


“Oh...” I hear Sonya groan behind me, but I don’t budge, 
nor do I take my eyes off vintage Malibu, left out in the sun 
for twenty years too long Barbie here. 


I’m no spring chicken, but I don’t dress like the grocery boy 
either. 


Mutton dressed as... well. Mutton... 


The guy up the street has rolled his sleeves up, left his 
luggage on the sidewalk and is striding towards us, double 
time. 


He’s about six foot, and two hundred pound at best. Looks 
like he can handle himself too. 


I don’t mean to, but I crick my neck, loosening myself up. 
Checking my hands are dry and I can make ready fists. 


“Sonya!” The woman in front of me squawks. “We thought 
you were coming to collect us from the airport? Not whore 
yourself for the whole neighborhood to see.” 


My eyes squint, like I’m looking into the sun. This woman, 
whoever she is, I assume she’s Sonya’s stepmother... She’s 
the most annoying, high-pitched, pathetic excuse for a 
woman I’ve ever seen and I’d like nothing more than to 
close my front door in her face right now, but I figure 
having it out with her parents is inevitable. 


She knows better somehow than to take a step towards me 
or the open door, which I’ve narrowed somewhat, just in 
case she decides to rush in. I don’t like unannounced 
visitors and I like this one less than most. 


If she wasn’t Sonya’s stepmother I’d have slammed the 
door in her face long before I let things get this far ahead. 


Her Dad is at the end of the drive and in seconds, he’s used 
his own arm to scoop his wife behind him, staring me down 
as he puffs himself up in front of me. 


I open the door all the way, hearing Sonya right behind me 
now. 


“Fox... please...” is all she says, and I know what she means. 
It grinds my gears, but I keep my arms down. 


The wife screeches again from behind him now, “She’s in 
there, Martin, I can hear her... he’s got her in there.” 


Martin. I should’ve known... 


I haven’t really said anything yet, and I only look at Martin’s 
feet, frowning as they threaten to cross that space between 
the outside and the inside of my house. 


Our house. 
My castle. 


“Alright you,” Martin snarls, “Where’s my daughter? What 
have you done to Sonya?” 


I keep my eyes fixed on his, noticing he’s not the backing 
down type either. 


“T’m right here, Martin.” Sonya calls out from behind me, 
and he moves forward, his upper body crossing the 
threshold. 


Bad idea, Martin. 


His body is stopped by the flat of my palm, then pushed 
back by it. 


I take a step forward, looming up over both Martin, whose 
flat on his ass and his wife. 


“T’d recommend you remove yourselves from my property,” 
I caution them. “You’re both trespassing, and I-” 


But Sonya scuttles past me, rushing to help her dad up. 


She gives me a ‘what did I just say?’ look, but I won’t have 
people barging into our house. I don’t care who they are. 


But Martin’s half way up already and he’s not wanting to 
just push me. I narrow my eyes, glancing at Sonya, who’s in 
the middle of mouthing something to me, and I know I have 
a clear choice to make. 


A second to make it in as everything seems to slow down. 


The choice that might affect everything, so I do the right 
thing over what I feel like doing. 


I curl my nose up, not wincing but resigning myself to the 
fact. I have to let him have one. 


If it makes him feel any better, go ahead. I’ll have plenty of 
footage for my legal team from the patio, porch and hall 
monitor cameras. 


Sonya’s arm reaches out for his as it pulls back to swing, 
but it’s too late. 


She can’t stop it. 


I hear my nose crack, and keeping my eyes open, I watch 
Martin recoil in horror, nursing his hand like a slow-motion 
movie as soon as he realizes what he’s just done. Realizing 
my broken nose equals a broken hand for him. 


Fortunately, he missed my teeth, but I doubt his swing 
could’ve taken out any of my pearly whites. 


Nose, yeah. But not my teeth. 
Nah... This guy still swings like a girl. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


S onya 


I’ve only ever called my dad Martin twice in my whole life, 
this time and the last time I could’ve hit him myself for 
being so stupid. 


I only ever call him by his first name when all else fails, and 
even now it fails to stop him from making a huge mistake. 


Aside from the fact I know Fox could wipe the floor with 
him, I know that throwing punches after trying to launch 
himself into a stranger’s houses isn’t a clever idea, no 
matter what he thinks is going on. 


But what happens, and despite me rushing out to help dad 
up, he’s done all the damage before I can get my hands on 
him, as if it would make any difference. 


Now I’m torn between the two men in my life, but it’s an 
easy choice. 


“Fox!” I gasp, rushing to him, not knowing what to do as he 
just stands there, actually smiling now, blood streaming 


from his nose and dripping onto his robe, dripping all over 
the entrance way. 


Karen is nursing Dad’s hand, which must be broken from 
the terrible sounds he’s making. Howling and groaning, but 
at the same time he’s whimpering like a child. 


“Look at what you’ve done! I’m calling the police! We’ll sue 
your ass!” Karen spits out at Fox, who as far as I can tell, is 
actually enjoying himself now. It’s as if the pressure’s been 
taken off literally as well as figuratively, so how much worse 
could it get? 


“Are you Okay?” I ask Fox, tugging at his robe to get his 
attention. He looks down at me, half-closing his eyes, 
squeezing my shoulders. 


“I’m fine... See? I didn’t get mad,” he says, pleased with 
himself and making me proud of him too. It could have been 
a lot bloodier if it was Fox doing the punching. The thought 
making me shudder. 


“Alright, you two,” Fox announces in his booming voice, 
making the pair of them and even me totally silent and look 
up at him as he speaks. 


“So far you’ve got trespassing, property damage and 
assault with malicious intent... wanna add anything else? 
And by all means, call the cops, you’ll save me the effort.” 


Karen looks at her feet, opens her mouth with her finger in 
the air, but thinks better of it. 


“Just tell us you’re not hurt, Sonya,” is all my dad can Say, 
crying now and I go to him, hugging him gently, telling him 
I’m fine. 


“Both of you, I’m fine. What did Mrs. Pollock tell you? That I 
was...?” 


And then it occurs to me what the old lady would’ve told 
them: that a very large man in a bathrobe carried me from 
my house into his before a terrified grocery boy ran from 
the same house, probably telling his own strange, twisted 
version of events about being threatened by some maniac. 


I peer up the street, and sure enough, there she is. Leaning 
over, pretending to fuss with her roses, but Mrs. Pollock’s 
really just trying to see what’s happening. 


The street’s never known so much drama and I’m horrified 
it escalated this quickly, and all with me at the center of it. 


Fox produces what I think is a handkerchief, something to 
stem the flow of blood as he winces, applying gentle 
pressure to the bridge of his nose. 


I hear Karen cry out, then swoon into a near faint, falling 
into my dad, who’s not fairing much better himself. 


Looking back up at Fox, I can’t believe what I’m seeing. 


“Is that my underwear?” I ask him, shaking my head as he 
only shrugs with a smile and a sly wink, not even trying to 
figure out how or why myself anymore. 


There’s the distant sound of a siren, and within half a 
minute, we’re all taking turns to try and explain the 
situation to a pair of very confused and disappointed police 
officers who finally responded after that terrified grocery 
boy I was just thinking about did call them. 


“We’re sorry Mr. Silverman, we can press charges, no 
problem. Quite a bit more than what we were called about 
out here by the looks of it.” 


I look over to Fox, then back to the police, who seem to be 
undecided over whether it’s a handkerchief or a pair of 
bloodied women’s underwear themselves. 


“I think there’s been a misunderstanding more than 
anything, don’t you?” I ask, looking at everyone in turn, 
including old Mrs. Pollock, who despite herself, has come on 
down to make her own statement once she sees the police. 


Mainly, I’m looking at Fox, who I know could clear all this up 
just by snapping his fingers, but for some reason he’s 
making my Dad and Karen sweat. 


“.. Serious Charges Mr. and Mrs. Basset. Felony charges... 
you'd be looking at jail time... Mr. Silverman is a highly 
regarded member of the community...” 


The cops aren’t kidding, then there’s the civil suits Fox 
could hit them both with. It would ruin them both. 


“Fox?” I say, giving him my best puppy dog eyes, but my 
dad, Martin. He just has to pipe in again. 


“T might have known... Fox Silverman... throwing his money 
and power around again, getting whatever he wants... we 
just want our daughter back!” 


Fox’s growl makes even the cops take a step back, his dark 
eyes boring into my Dad’s as he takes a step over towards 
him. 


“Your daughter?” he asks him gruffly. 


“The daughter you adopted, yourself knowing what it’s like 
to be an orphan.” 


My dad’s eyes widen and I feel a stab of guilt mixed with 
painful confusion. 


Dad, an orphan? 


“And what then?” Fox asks him with contempt, leading on to 
annunciate his words at certain points he’s more than 
happy to make. 


“You sent her away, didn’t you? Every chance you got, it 
was always putting her to one side because raising kids 
isn’t all it’s cracked up to be, is it?” 


“Fox...? Dad...?” I hear myself asking, bewildered, but Fox is 
only just warming up. 


“Boarding schools, then sending her to college, years and 
years with no one to protect her, nobody to guide her. 
Nobody to love her.” 


My dad’s crying again, Karen’s face is stone and I’m 
wondering where Fox is getting all this. 


I never told him I was sent away for school before college... 


“,..And now you want to break down my door, tell me how 
it’s gonna be, because once again, you’ve abandoned your 
daughter, taking yourselves on a holiday so she can stay at 
home alone... again?” 


I have to step between Fox and my Dad, I’m really worried 
Fox is gonna hit somebody now. 


Even the two cops are sneering over at my Dad, murmuring 
to themselves. 


“Fox, enough already!” I plead with him, pushing him back 
with my hands on his chest, begging him to talk to me, to 
tell me what he’s talking about. 


“How do you know any of this?” I ask Fox, then turning to 
my Dad, to Karen, “Is this true, Dad? Were you an orphan 
too?” 


There’s so much to take in, I feel dizzy, but in a second I feel 
Fox’s strong arms around me, holding me tight. Reassuring 
me again. 


“It’s not your fault, Sonya. I’m sorry, but this just makes me 
so mad.” 


“How do you know so much about my Dad?” I ask him. 


“Why don’t you ask your dad?” Fox says, leaning in to kiss 
me tenderly before he addresses the cops. 


“I won’t be pressing charges, officers, I’m sorry to have 
wasted your time.” 


He goes back inside, leaving me torn between following the 
man I love, the man I’m bound to and finding out the truth 
about my own family and Dad’s connection to Fox. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


F= 


I should’ve put two and two together, but what are the 
odds? 


I should’ve recognized him, should’ve known it was him by 
that girly punch. I always told him, “It's okay to hit like a 
girl, but for Christ’s sake, hit like a girl who can punch!” 


He’s lost a fair bit of hair though, and I see so many people 
in a day. 

It all seems so long ago now as well. 

Yeah, I knew Martin Basset and he knew Fox Silverman. 


The Fox and the hound, as in Basset hound... that was the 
standing nickname for us. 


We were both juvenile delinquents before being old enough 
to be released from our ‘ward of the state’ status. 


They never intentionally split us up, thinking we were the 
only family the other had... and they were right. 


Nobody ever adopted us, and not because we were chubby 
either. Nobody adopted us because we were boys. Two 
troublesome, mischievous boys who grew into lads, who 
grew into a pair of royal pains in the ass. 


Martin was always bitter about never being adopted, and 
he always swore he’d adopt a child as soon as he was able 
to, swore he’d give his kid everything he never had. 


Me? I channeled my energy into bettering myself once I 
was old enough to be free of his influence. I put myself 
through night school, finally getting a job as a runner on 
the stock exchange then working my way through college, 
paying my own way until I could afford more than college 
tuition. 


Pd heard somewhere Martin Basset had adopted a little 
girl. Heard he was doing alright for himself. Kept his nose 
clean, he’s in insurance I think... 


But I never dreamed, not for a second that it would be the 
girl I claimed as my own. The girl I’d seen to womanhood 
and the woman I’d vowed to defend and protect to the end. 
For the rest of my life and beyond. 


Forever. 


I never imagined his house would be on the very street I 
built my next place on, right up the road from the woods, 
from the park we decided to save from development. 


That’s what I really do. The stock exchange? That’s a freak 
show. I leave other people to run all that stuff. 


I buy wilderness, parks and land that’s earmarked for 
development. Usually I have to pay double, but it’s put into 
trust, set in stone through government and private 
contracts that the land will remain just that, land. For 
future generations, for my kids. 


For our kids, and their kids. 


I never thought I’d fall hard for anyone, and as soon as I 
saw Sonya, I knew she was the one I’ve been waiting for all 
these years. 


Much like her dad, Martin, I guess I really wanted a family 
too. It took me a few houses to realize it, but I kept 
designing them next to parks, with huge yards and always 
with a choice of baby colors for several of the rooms. Even 
yellow, just in case the little one wasn’t sure what they 
wanted to be known as. I understand there’s a fair bit of 
that going on nowadays. 


But it wouldn’t ever matter to me, my family, whoever they 
are, will always be my most prized, treasured possession. 
They’d be my everything. 


I just never met the right woman, never met the right mom 
for the babies I knew I had inside me. Truth is, they were all 
like that Karen creature. 


All plastic, bow-legged and with an insatiable appetite for 
one thing, money. 


I’d almost given up hope when I moved here, figuring I may 
as well shelve the idea of a family. 


Until I opened the door, and it was only yesterday. 


So much can happen in just one little day. It changed my life 
in a second, and the first day of the rest of our life has been 
anything but boring so far either, that’s for sure. 


I could stand outside, beating my chest and rubbing 
Martin’s nose in it. I could tell Sonya what she should or 
could think of her old man, her fake mom... 


But those are things for her to work out, between her Dad 
and her. Not me. 


I know where I stand with her now and I know she feels 
surer about herself, positive with me at least. She knows 
she’s my woman now, and regardless of who she calls her 
father, I’m hers forever. 


Body and soul. 
Forever. 


I chuckle dryly as I pocket my new favorite handkerchief, 
settling myself down on the couch, listening to them talk in 
low voices outside. 


Sonya gasps a few times, I can hear Martin telling Karen to 
pipe down and let him tell his own damned story for once. 


The truth is out, and it’s not a bad truth, only that Martin 
was an orphan as his daughter Sonya was, as I was. And 
despite his best intentions being a full-time dad to an only 
daughter just never came easy for him. 


It doesn’t mean he doesn’t love her, it just means... well. 
That’s not up for me to decide. That’s between a man and 
his daughter, adopted or not. 


I catch snippets of what Martin tells Sonya. It’s close 
enough to my own version of our youth, our shared 
upbringing. It made him who he is today and helped me to 
become who I am, but I couldn’t say it made one of us any 
better or worse than the other. 


I’ve said my piece on the matter and Sonya knows I’m 
inside, waiting for her. 


My adrenalin subsided to the point where my nose hurts 
like hell and I’m too scared to touch my face, which I can 
feel swelling up, but at the same time, I can’t help but poke 
and fuss over it, shaking my head at god damned Martin 
Basset. 


He finally got me a decent one. Right on the nose. 
Not bad for a girly punch, I have to concede. 
But I’d never tell him that to his face. 


After a long silence, I think they might have all gone. I 
groan in pain getting up, hoping to hell Sonya hasn’t gone 
anywhere with them. 


Outside, near the front driveway, there’s Martin Basset, 
holding his daughter. My Sonya, who holds her arm out, 
inviting me over to join the little group hug. 


“Where’s Karen?” I ask Martin, wanting to punch his ribs 
but thinking better of it. 


“She’s gone home, I just wanted a talk, alone with my 
daughter... seems like she’s got quite a thing for you... Fox 
Silverman.” 


I can tell he’s not happy about it, but he knows me well 
enough, and I can only nod in agreement. 


“And I’ve got quite a thing for her, Martin.” 


“Shall we go inside? It’s getting cold,” Sonya asks, and we 
three all file in, suddenly looking and even acting like real 
grown ups for once. 


I motion towards the sofa, and Martin whistles through his 
teeth as he looks around, choosing to stand. 


“You never told me you were an orphan,” Sonya says softly 
to me, leaning in close as we sit down. I can tell she’s hurt 
by that, after all she spelled out for me about her own 
feelings about being an orphan. 


I can only squeeze her hand, try to relay to her that I never 
meant to hurt her. I just never mentioned it. 


“We’ve got the rest of our lives to talk about it,” I remind 
her and catching a bit of that. Martin’s ears prick up. 


“You must be worth a fortune, Fox.” He exclaims, sounding 
more like the old hound I used to know. 


“T do alright,” I say dryly, more concerned with how Sonya’s 
feeling right now, wanting to be alone with her more than 
ever. 


Wondering if it really matters if Martin is here or not. What 
I want to ask her next will involve him at some point too, 
whether I like it or not. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


S onya 


I’m not mad with dad, not really. I know he’s always done 
his best but I do have to tell him I feel like he’s ditched me 
over Karen since they got married. Something he says he 
wasn’t aware of, that he didn’t mean to do intentionally. 


“It’s just... since you got all grown up, college and stuff... I 
figured you’d leave me... go away like everyone else has in 
my life,” he says with tears in his eyes. 


I’ve never seen dad cry until today, and boy, is it coming out 
today. 


“I met Karen, and she’s so stuck on me, like nobody else 
could be. I know you two don’t get along, but I’m glad 
you’ve hung in there, for me,” he says. And he’s right. 


That’s what I’ve always done. Hung in there, for myself and 
for other people, never wanting to take anything for myself, 
never feeling I deserve it and sometimes getting walked 
over by other people in the process. 


That was before Fox. 


Once we're all back inside, I can see dad’s taking more of a 
shine to the idea of me being with Fox, letting whatever 
issues he might have had with him stay in the past. 


I’m surprised at Fox, even hurt he didn’t tell me he was an 
orphan too, but it’s not something he has to broadcast 
either. Like he said, we have our whole lives to... 


Oh. My. God. 
Is he going to? 


No way... He’s dropped some pretty big hints so far, the 
whole baby rooms thing... but no... he couldn’t. He 
wouldn’t... 


I hope he does. 


“So, what interest do you really have in my daughter, Fox?” 
my Dad asks him, making me scowl. 


“T only did what you told me to, Dad. I went out looking for 
work. Thinking of doing what I’m best at, like you told me 
to... so I went out and asked the new neighbor if he needed 
a babysitter or any cleaning done,” I blurt out, and regret 
my outburst straight away. 


I can read his thoughts easy enough. 
Cleaning? 


Alright already, I’m taking cleaning and cooking off my 
resume, but I was a good sitter in my day. I know that much. 


“My interest,” Fox says, speaking over us both suddenly, “Is 
bigger than both of us... It’s much more than just Sonya 
and me, Martin.” 


My Dad scowls now, not liking it when Fox gets to be so sure 
of himself, so damned right all the time. 


“What the hell does that even mean?” he asks, not even 
trying to hide his scorn. 


“Tt means that Sonya and I can have a real family... we will 
have a real family. I love her Martin, and I’m going to marry 
her.” 


Holy... 


If it was anyone else, I’d be racing for popcorn right now, 
but this is me he’s talking about. 


Me! 
Fox Silverman wants to marry me? 


“Well.” I hear myself saying petulantly, “This is the first I’ve 
heard of it...” 


Fox grins, taking my hand and patting the back of it with 
his. 


“T have to ask you, purely for traditions sake, Martin... If I 
can have your daughter’s hand in marriage? I’m taking it 
anyway, I’m not really asking, but it’s just nicer if...” 


My Dad’s eyes go wide, then wild with anger, he shakes his 
head, not wanting to believe what he’s hearing. 


“T thought a mistake... a one off fling was bad enough... but 
don’t you... don’t you dare try and tell me you’re going to 
marry my daughter as well!” he yells, his voice like acid as 
he nurses his hand and wrist, suddenly wincing from the 
pain as he tries to make a fist. 


“You should really get that checked out Martin,” Fox says, 
and I wince too, looking at his nose, thinking the same 
thing. 


“Think about it, Martin. Not that it’s your decision to make, 
the decision is Sonya’s,” he says, glancing at me only long 


enough to catch my eye. 


“We’ll have a family. A big, real family and you'll be a part of 
it, Martin... even Karen.” I consider kicking Fox at this 
point, but the way he’s pitching the idea to Dad, even 
having Karen in the background isn’t such a terrible idea. 


“You'll be well looked after,’ Dad says aloud, looking at me, 
tears starting to form in his eyes again, but I’m not sure if 
he’s overcome with joy, grief or pain from his hand or all 
three. 


“You could visit... sometimes.” Fox adds, and I feel his hand 
in mine, which I squeeze so tight it’s the only thing that 
stops me from squealing out loud. 


“T could... I could be a grandpa!” Dad exclaims, his misty 
eyes staring off into the distance. 


I can feel the cogs turning in Fox’s mind. 
“T could set you and Karen up someplace...” 
Far away... 


“Will you promise me just one thing?” Dad asks, looking at 
Fox intently. 


“Name it.” Fox encourages him, sounding very much like 
the genie of the lamp at this stage, not that J need any 
convincing or encouragement. 


Just friggin’ ask me already 


“Just don’t ever leave her. Don’t ever break my little girl’s 
heart,” he says, his voice breaking and I know that’s a 
solemn promise that Fox could make in a heartbeat. 


And he does. 


Right in front of my dad, he gets down on one knee, taking 
my hand in his as he swears his promise not only to my Dad, 
but most importantly, to me. 


To us. 


“T love you more than I can even put into words, Sonya. And 
even though it’s only been one day, it’s all I need to show 
me how every day, for the rest of both our lives can be, will 
be... if you’ll only say the one word that can quell my heart. 
To still this ache for good... and I promise you. I’ll never 
break the one thing I treasure above only you, your heart.” 


I’m speechless, I can feel my head trying to nod, but there’s 
no sound, my mouth a hollow ‘o’ shape. 


“Just say yes, darling,” Fox murmurs. 
“Yes...” I eventually manage to squeak. 


And then a firmer, “Yes. With all my heart, Ill be yours 
forever, Fox Silverman. Yesterday, today and for every day 
afterwards.” 


Dad cheers, then yelps in pain as his hands shoot up in the 
air, but all as I can see is the light in my man’s eyes. 


Fox’s eyes on mine. 
“T love you Sonya,” he growls. 


“And I love you, Fox,” I whisper, his mouth on mine sealing 
our pact and feeling just like our first kiss, and every other 
to come after it. 


EPILOGUE 


SIX MONTHS LATER 


F= 


Living in the burbs, the limo traded for an SUV and my 
working life shifting south from a hundred hours a week at 
the office, to wearing holes in my robe as I work from home. 


Working hardest, most days at the easiest thing in the 
whole world, pleasing my woman. Keeping her satisfied. 


She has clothes, lots. And shoes and everything else she 
could need and want, but these robes. We just can’t seem to 
shake them off. Except when we slip them off so we can feel 
each other, skin on skin. 


I knew our first time, that magical day I claimed Sonya as 
mine, the day she became my woman. I knew something 
else happened, but since then, even after our wedding 
night I haven’t asked. 


I haven’t pressed her. 


It’s the closest thing to the front of my mind, but I won’t 
ask. 


I can’t. 


When it’s time, it’ll be time, I tell myself. 


I’ve left subtle hints in all the bathrooms. Those pregnancy 
test kits, but they’ve all stayed unwrapped. 


I don’t want to pressure Sonya, but it’s a little confusing, we 
were both so sure something wonderful had happened after 
our first time. 


Maybe it was just because she’s so fucking perfect, it was, 
and still is like that with us both, every single day. Each time 
with her is like the first time, and I thank her and god for it, 
every single day we have together. 


But the urge to share our love with a family, it’s gotta come 
soon. 


No pressure though. 


“It’s not a baby bump,” she scowled at me one day not long 
ago, for even suggesting it. But not for hoping it might be 
the case. 


“Its from sitting on my ass all day,’ she assured me. 
“Having you pay for everything while I turn into a freakin’ 
walrus.” 


She gave a curt little smile, but it was her who brought it 
up. I never think Sonya’s looking any bigger or smaller, 
she’s always just my Sonya. 


Always perfect whenever I look at her. 

Hmmm. She has been a little moody too, lately. 
But I won’t press her for it. 

I won't. 


“Pm going out.” She announces, right after coming out of 
the shower, after we’ve made love for the second time 


today. 


I sit up, not pleased whenever she comes out with things 
like this, without warning. 


“Where are you going?” I ask, trying to sound as non- 
possessive as I can and failing. 


I can practically hear my own teeth grating at the idea of 
her alone, out there. Without me to protect her. 


“Just out,” she says, almost huffing. 


“TIl get changed,” I announce casually, but it’s not gonna 
work. 


“Alone,” she says softly, and I feel my heart doing 
somersaults. I hate it when she goes out by herself, which 
isn’t often at all. 


It’s happened like three times and every time I swear I turn 
gray. 


Knowing she’s not felt herself lately, I decide to let it go. But 
not her. 


I’ll follow her. 


“Well, I guess I’ll see you when you get home,” I say, and 
she leans in to kiss me goodbye. 


“Everything alright, baby?” I ask her, meaning it. 


“T just need some time to myself... just an hour or so...” she 
says, giving me a smile and I give her one back, pretending 
not to be hurt. 


I hear her car pull out, and as soon as it does, I race to the 
bathroom, hurrying to get changed so I can follow her. 


I leap from the house to the garage in three steps and in 
less than a minute, I’m tailing my wife. 


I swear she looks right at me at one point. It wouldn’t take 
Sherlock Holmes to deduce I’m following her. 


A coy smile plays on her lips at a set of lights. I’m two cars 
back, but can see her face in the rear view. 


Downtown. 


Parking’s a bitch but I manage one right opposite the 
building she goes into. 


Dodging traffic, I race across the street, catching sight of 
the elevator doors closing as she goes up. 


I take the stairs, there's only three floors, and only one of 
those where she could be going. 


My heart flutters as I come up onto the second floor. 


“Dr. Rosen” is stenciled in bold black font on two large 
frosted glass doors. 


My heart’s pounding now. 
Is she alright? Is my Sonya sick? Why wouldn’t she say... ? 


I announce myself at the desk, the waiting rooms empty, Dr. 
Rosen’s door closing just as I walk in. 


“She’s my wife...” I explain to the receptionist, who smiles 
knowingly. 


I know it’s useless, she’s not gonna tell me anything. But I 
can wait? 


No problem. 


It takes all my strength not to go open Dr. Rosen’s door, to 
ask them both just exactly what all this is about... it feels 


like I’ll need a doctor in a minute... the suspense is killing 
me. 


After what feels like a year, Dr. Rosen’s door opens, and 
Sonya steps out, smiling. 


I breathe a sigh of relief, darting over to her, startling her, 
but only for a second before she kisses me tenderly. 


“Darling... I thought you would’ve kicked in the door by 
now.” 


“Just tell me you’re alright,” I gasp, clutching at her, pulling 
her closer until she tells me to be careful. 


“Easy, easy Fox. We’re doing just fine,” she says. Her 
glowing skin, her bright eyes shining. It tells me everything 
I’ve waited for in a split second. 


“We're fine...?” I ask, and feel my lips tremble when she 
takes my hand, rubbing it across her belly with hers. 


“We're all gonna be just fine... daddy Fox.” 
“You mean?” I tremble. “You? A mommy Fox?” 


“A whole Fox family,” she assures me and I kiss her, both of 
us crying tears of joy. The happiest day, the happiest 
moment of our life together so far. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


FIVE YEARS LATER 


S onya 


“Mommy! Bradley’s making faces at me again when I’m 
trying to concentrate.” 


I can ignore it once, just for a few minutes then they’ll stop, 
I tell myself. 


“Mommy! Bradley... don’t!” 


“Fooooxxxx!!! Can you deal with your children please? I’m 
working!” I call out, reminding him they’re only ever his 
children when I’m right in the middle of something, or 
when it’s just too juvenile for me to get involved. 


Now they’ve done it. 


His study door swings open, and I hear Bradley and 
Jennifer go quiet instantly. As soon as their father’s 
summoned, they’re both suddenly on their best behavior. 


Until one of them gives out. The building suspense, hearing 
their father coming down the hall to their room, to the play 
area this time, to ‘sort things out’ it’s too much. 


Before Fox even gets there, I’m covering my own mouth, 
trying not to laugh. 


Without even making a sound or saying a word, he knows 
how to build up the suspense, his huge presence looming 
through the house like a giant. 


I start to creep out of my chair slowly, stifling giggles as I 
go, catching sight of the monster as he rounds the corner to 
the kids play area, suddenly raising both his arms up, 
roaring like a tiger, making all three of us squeal and jump 
up and down on the spot. 


I can’t contain myself, his energy’s infectious, and tossing 
my pencil down, my hair falls out of its bun as I run, race to 
join in on the fun. 


A giant, roaring, wrestling tickle with daddy. Our favorite 
giant and friendliest, most best tickler that ever was. 


He’s so patient with the kids, no matter how trying they get, 
he’ll stop whatever he’s doing, even put the phone down on 
conference calls and go see what’s happening. 


Today, it’s the usual crisis. Bradley’s showing his gummy 
tooth gap to Jennifer again when she’s trying to do her 
homework. 


I’ve been interrupted, again. But it’s the best kind of break 
in my day and when it happens, all of us end up together in 
a heap, it’s what makes the days so special. Working from 
home, living from home. 


Being a family, full-time. Everything else is secondary. 


I’m working on my second History text book for publication, 
and Fox is working out his next land conservation project. 


In between, we get to spend all day with our precious kids, 
watching them live. Love and even fight together... 


Learning about each other, and learning about ourselves. 


Once Bradly and Jenifer look like they might expire from 
tickling and shouting, I call a timeout, suggesting lunch and 
a proper break, followed by some quiet time. 


“Sounds like a plan, Mommy,” Fox says, tousling Bradley’s 
hair and inviting them both to go get washed up, which they 
do without hesitation. 


“Tell me more about this quiet time,” Fox croons, sidling up 
to me and sliding his hand up my top after checking the 
kids are out of sight. 


“I have to make lunch,” I lie. “Plus... I might have a 
headache.” 


But I can’t even kid about something like that. Fox’s touch, 
our time together, it’s too special. 


Still magical, even after all these years. 


Every time he touches me feels like the first time, and when 
he kisses me, when he slips inside me... 


ay 


til quiet time then,” he says, making a promise with his 
eyes, and he steals a quick kiss from me, roaring off down 
to the bathroom to wash up for lunch with the kids. 


I don’t know what I did to deserve the perfect life. The 
perfect man and those two beautiful angels. 


I like to think its payment due for all those times I was told I 
wasn’t good enough. 


I had some low periods in my life, times where it felt like I 
was bottom of the heap, but all that time, each time I felt 
that terrible ache of loneliness. But it was only ever 
moments spent in waiting for the life I have now. 


Waiting for the gaps to be filled with my three best friends. 


With my hero, husband and lover. 

My everything. 

My Fox. 

“Mommy! C’mon! Lunch is getting cold...” 


I look up, shivering back to reality as I press my palms to 
my damp eyes, looking up in silent thanks, thankful for Fox, 
and for my beautiful family above all else. 
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